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STANZAS TO HIS HOLINESS PIUS IX. 

The world against a holy man ! stand by him bravely now I 
Lo ! o^er his throne the banner's furPd, the cross is on his 

brow; 
Tet dazzling seems his diadem, a triple crown of light, 
As burnished gems are wont to shine and glitter in the 

night. 

Not his the throne overlaid with gold, with lions for its arms. 
Not his the throne upraised by shields in yesterday's 

alarms; 
But his the dynasty of peace, by sacred will and deed, 
Diyine his right, alike the same, sceptred with gold or reed. 

Without descent, of Boyal race, Melchisedech the true. 
Mysterious and unbroken line, the ancient and the new ; 
Vice-regent of a mighty Lord, our blessed Christ above. 
" Away, away ! ** was said to Him, the very God of love. 



Thou*rt ready — thou'rt ready, thou high anointed one. 
When the conflict has commenced, thy sacred cause is won. 
In the darkness and the gloom we fearlessly confide. 
And trust thee with a valiant heart to the keeping of the 
bride. 



8, Stanzas to His Holiness Pius IX. 

A BeA npon thy faithful heart — a Real upon thine arm, 
A love as strong as fire and steel, fearing not death nor 

harm. 
Thy spouse so fair ! Oh never yet could man that bond 
dissever, 
^ And never will, when he has gone — the union stands for ever. 

Thou'lt maintain thy patrimonial rights, inheritance of 

kings. 
Ordained of God, and not of man, to offer heavenly things. 
A Shepherd thou ! whose office is to perish for the sheep, 
If needs must be — ^which God avert ! — though blest the 

martyr's sleep. 

Yes, blessed rest — ^brief dream of blood — then visions of 

delight, 
A thrill of pain — a glance at death — then faith exchanged 

for sight. 
As stars when darkened by the mist fade in the light of day. 
As clouds o'ershadowed by the night in sunlight pass away. 

The jest profane, the mocking scorn, perchance the drunk- 
ard's song. 

The vulgar taunt, the hidden sting, they may not greet thee 
long. 

No empire's strength, nor armed force, alarms in danger's 
hour. 

We hail thee. Apostolic Prince I in exile as in power. 




RAMBLING RECOLLECTIONS OF 
HIS EMINENCE CARDINAL WISEMAN. 

I. 

^HE first time that I had the privilege to 
(^ be introduced to His Eminence Car- 
dinal Wiseman was on the 9th December, 
1849, at the Presbytery of his late Vicar- 
General, Canon O'Neal, at S. John's Wood. It 
was a day much to be remembered by me, as 
on it I was received into the Holy Eoman 
and Catholic Church. Conversions were 
somewhat rare when I was reconciled to 
my Mother; a reception, indeed, then was 
an event. Most earnestly did "Dr. Wise- 
man," as he was called, congratulate me 
upon it. His congratulations were so sincere, 
that they were sermons in themselves. Oh, 
how truly heart-felt and emphatically given, 
as though verily it was the only pass to the 
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heavenly way ! " They will come sweeping 
in," he said, ag one who foresaw what was to 
be, believiug in the power of prayer. Since 
then how many have "flown as doves to 
their windows"! 

In his sermon on the day which I have 
recalled he alluded to those bitter impre- 
cations of tongues that pierce the souls of 
sufferers for justice' sake, at the same time to 
the unutterable peace of mind given to those 
who do not close their eyes to the light of 
faith. 

As I talked to him, it struck me how 
different his real appearance was from what 
he had been represented. Indeed, the portraits 
of him did not prepossess one in his regard ; 
but in conversation with him, his features, 
which were decidedly plain, not to say coarse, 
were overlooked. In his face there was an 
expression of silent joy which shone from a 
light within, and every glimpse was pure. 

I am not attempting in this little sketch to 
give a portrait, or anything like a biography, 
of Cardinal Wiseman. To make use of his 
own words from a letter in respect to another, 
which will appear later on, "I have not 
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enouglj of incident, of anecdote, of holy 
sayings, and wise maxims;" neither have I 
sought materials. These are simple thoughts 
of my mind concerning one who acted in 
regard to myself according to his true per- 
ception of my character. To some he would 
speak in simplicity, -to some in wisdom, to 
others in accordance with their progress. I 
was as a child when I embraced the tenets of 
that great leader, and I write as a child in 
presenting a somewhat familiar illustration 
of the union which existed as members of one 
body between us. His pleasant tones of 
voice still speak whilst I remember how he 
took me by the hand, when — 

" I met with scoffs, I met with scorns, 
From youth, and babe, and hoary hairs," 

for the sake of Him who " came not to send 
peace but a sword." 

Few are the religious sayings that I can 
give. Those that I remember were so very 
simple, just said as the occasion called them 
forth, that they seemed to me as lessons on 
humility. Shortly after I was received I told 
him that I was wanting in devotion to the 
Blessed Virgin, and felt grieved at this. 
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''Never mind/* he said; "devotion to our 
Blessed Lady is sure to come if grace is not 
resisted ; and what was once a difficulty will 
become the greatest consolation. You must 
be patient with yourself." 

On another occasion I spoke of one who 
was constantly speaking of the Catholic 
religion, but who after questions was invari- 
al?ly displeased with the answers. **It will 
end in his conversion," he said, in a very 
impressive way. That His Eminence was 
not mistaken was shortly afterwards proved, 
in spite of a grave obstacle in the case, which 
was Freemasonry. In my ignorance defend- 
ing it, he said nothing but these words, 
''Will you say from me, that I say it must 
be given up." 

*' He declares there is nothing in Free- 
masonry which is opposed to the IJible, but 
quite the reverse," I ventured to reply. 

Taking no notice whatever of this assertion, 
the Cardinal repeated his command — ** I say 
that it must be given up." Expressing my 
fears that this could not be done, he said the 
same thing, but in a manner so firm and 
dignified that I can never forget it. 
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Frederick the Great spoke of Freemasonry 
as **a bog-meteor of phosphorated hydrogen, a 
foolish putrescent will-o'-the-wisp tomfoolery ;" 
and what else His Majesty "promptly defined 
it" to be, Carlyle knoweth (vol. ii. p. 640). 

It was evident the Cardinal considered it in 
a graver, a religious way, as antagonistic to 
the Catholic Church, which condemns all secret 
societies. Had he thought of them diJBferenthr, 
what would the Freemasons have thought of 
His Eminence ? They know — not I. 

A few weeks after the interview I had with 
him on the subject, I received the note now 
given : — 

"My Dear Daughter in Christ, — I sin- 
cerely congratulate you on the happy event 
which you have been good enough to com- 
municate to me. Present him with my 
kindest expressions of sympathy and joy. 
He will not, I suppose, have yet received 
confirmation, and I shall be happy to ad- 
minister it privately any day that it can 
be arranged. — ^Yours ever very sincerely in 
Christ, •{• N. Wiseman." 

He was a warrior, indeed, in the cause of 
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the Church, and in private life they who 
were unacquainted with the Cardinal could 
form but a faint notion of the unworldly 
disposition which he evinced in regard to his 
wish to serve those who needed his services. 
He was so intensely disinterested, so earnest, 
that he cared nothing for an array against 
himself, if he could but promote the welfare of 
an individual. Verily His Eminence resem- 
bled the good and -tender father in the 
parable : " the first robe ** was to be quickly 
put on **the son that was lost and is found." 
There were to be no antecedents brought up 
against a man. Cardinal Wiseman would 
have none of this. What God had forgiven 
and restored, man should not dare to dis- 
courage nor to slight. He overlooked every 
obstacle in his way to clear that of another's. 
He shut with an iron hand the gate of the 
fatal path from which the reinstated had 
escaped, and forbade it to be reopened in 
Nicholas Cardinal Wiseman's presence again. 
People might speak " the truth, and nothing 
but the truth," but that unpitiable tyrant, 
the world, had not the ear of that great 
Bishop against the child that had said, 
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"Pater, peccavi.** His Grace's charity was as 
generous as it was bold, and being actuated 
by a principle of religion it was supernatural, 
for he loved his neighbour in regard to his 
good name most certainly as himself. 

Was he right or was he wrong? Let 
Dismas answer from his cross of blood, or 
S. Mary Magdalene, who found in the 
Blessed Virgin unspeakable sympathy, i^ot 
rebuffs nor contempt. 

To give an instance of the Cardinal's 
charity : A man of genius, with a mind highly 
cultivated, one who was devoted to the Fine 
Arts and in love with the Muses, who in his 
youth was ever ready to relieve the indigent, 
or to administer to the wants of the sick, 
became a Catholic. Left when young to his 
own liberty, self-confident, thoughtless, he had 
immersed himself in the ways that lead both 
the learned and the unlettered astray. On 
his conversion he was presented to the 
Cardinal, who at a glance saw through his 
nature, and that the crown of laurels should 
be upon the brows of this man. Delighted 
also with his literary and refined tastes. His 
Eminence became his friend. To catholicise 
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was to prevent his stumbling again upon the 
stone that caught the foot of one too easily 
tempted, therefore he was to be in the society 
of good Catholics and a member of their club. 
To this latter proposal, notwithstanding the 
undoubted respectability of his family, objec- 
tions were raised, the strong reasons for 
promoting the Cardinal's views that existed 
were but little responded to. But not an 
objection would he hear of. " If I propose 
him, which of the members will oppose me ?" 
he said. 

In reference to his charity, I must be 
excused in relating an anecdote of him con- 
cerning a lady, who was a good Christian, 
but in character what is termed "an original.*' 
Her father, an admiral, was addicted, as 
other sons of Neptune formerly were, to 
strong expressions; hence his daughter had 
acquired the habit of using ''naughty 
words." One day, His Eminence was told 
she had actually said, "Damn the things!" 
" Things cannot be damned," was the cor- 
recting answer. 

He was truly a large-hearted man, even 
imperious in his manner to those who 
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who had, so to speak, two faces. He eared 
not who it was that evinced cowardice or 
human respect in regard to the confession of 
Iheir faith, which is to he kept ''whole and 
entire.'' More than once at his soirees his 
displeasure was manifested toward some in 
high places who had at all compromised 
themselves at the time of the " Papal 
Aggression." " He who is not enlisted in the 
service of the Bride is against her," was the 
motto on his hanner. 

In regard to his friendships he was very 
independent. There was nothing "snobbish" 
in him. He was intimate with this one or 
that, and they who wished to question why or 
wherefore he never regarded. He was alive 
to the fact, nevertheless, that the light of the 
firebrand was always ready to be thrown on 
every step of his way by the enemies of the 
Church; and so it might, for Cardinal 
Wiseman never lost sight of his dignity. It 
enwrapped him as the cloak to which Shake- 
speare likened sleep. The transparency of his 
conscience made him natural, unaffected, 
and brave. Is it not written of S. Teresa 
that she eat, and drank, walked, and talked, 

2 
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in short, conducted herself like unto ordinary 
mortals, when obliged to mix with them ? 
That in conversation she was equally common- 
place, so much so, indeed, as to occasion 
disappointment to some of the ladies in 
Madrid, who had expected to meet with some- 
what of the subUme in her ? The saint 
perceiving this, commenced the conversation 
by remarking that the streets in that city 
were very fine. The same simplicity of 
character was noticed when on a visit at the 
Franciscan Convent. It perplexed some 
members of its community, but the abbess, 
who was sister to S. Francis Borgia, spoke of 
her as a great saint. '* God be praised," 
said the Mother Abbess, on S. Teresa's 
departure, " for permitting us to entertain a 
saint whom we should try to imitate. Her 
life appears an ordinary one, but it is certain 
God is all in all to her." *' Saints,'' we are 
told, '* know saints ; " it is not, therefore, for 
me to speak of the sanctity of Cardinal 
Wiseman ; but we are all permitted to add 
our testimony to graces which strike us in 
our intercourse with others. The simplicity 
of the Cardinal often struck mo, and was 
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shown in his verj' notes : two of these par- 
ticularly pleased my fancy : — 

**My Dear Daughter in Christ, — I will 
do all that you desire : . speak when I am 
spoken to, and keep silence when I am not. 

*' I will say nothing about the rest of your 
letter. Since F. B, cannot move you, I am 
sure a poor cardinal has no chance. Perhaps 
your good angel may be more successful than 
either. God bless you." 

" My Dear Daughter, — How naughty you 
have become all at once ! Be good again, and 
pray for forgiveness for your repining, and 
dry your eyes, as you may be sure you will 
never have a worse bishop than myself. 

" I will come and see you in a few days, as 
to-day I cannot. 

" Pray for me particularly. — ^Tour affec- 
tionate father in Christ, 

*' t N. Wiseman." 

That he was, nevertheless, different at times 
in his manner was certain. With many this 
variation of it seems to be constitutional, other- 
wise one knows not how to explain it. There 

2 * 
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were days when he appeared absent, if not 
unapproachable; his hand was given, as it 
were, mechanically ; a smile was difficult, if 
not impossible, to raise ; he was estranged 
altogether. I could really imagine myself 
before the efl&gy of him in wax-work at 
Madame Tussaud*s. As I never went to his 
house without a wish expressed on his part 
that I should come, I felt one day specially 
pained at his reception of me, and named 
this to his most intimate friend. '^ He is not 
aware of it,*' said he. '* He is a library in 
himself, and lives in one a great deal ; besides, 
just at this moment, he has some arduous 
duties to perform. Believe me that persons 
* have nothing to do with his absence of 
manner; he feels towards his friends just the 
same." 

That this was somewhat of a correct judg- 
ment is probable ; as, on hearing what I had 
said, he thus expressed himself : — 

** + London, August lith, 1856. 

" My Dear Child in Christ, — I was quite 
shocked to find you had left without my seeing 
yon; but when I passed you I was really very 
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unwell, and unfit to see anybody. I must, 
therefore, write instead of speaking. You 
must not be so rebellious against the Divine 
Will, or so undutif 111 towards our good Father 
the Pope. Be sure that what he has done is 
right, however unpleasant to any of us — cer- 
tainly to me. At any rate, whatever befalls us 
proceeds from, and is guided by, a divine 
dispensation, and as such we must bear with 
perfect resignation. Therefore, make up your 
mind to be good and patient, and put all your 
confidence in God, and not in man. 

*' And now there are two scoldings to give 
you. First, how could you think of going to the 
expense for me of getting me a statuette, when 
you must know very well that I do not require 
any such memorial to make me remember 
you in my prayers ? Secondly, how can you 
ask for such a little thing as an old stole ? Any 
little memento that could be of use to you 
I might give, but really an old thing of no 
use would be like giving a relic, as though it 
could have the least value from being mine ! 
What a horrible idea ! 

" I therefore enclose you a truly valuable 
r^lic, one of the Holy Croaa. Tox^ ^^^ 
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remind you how trifling your sorrows arc 
compared with His who died to save you. 

" God bless you, my dear child. — Your 
alTectionate father in Christ, 

'* t N. Wiseman.'' 

When he was made Cardinal I understood 
that he would remain in Kome, and sincerely 
regretted the event. lie possessed so kind a 
heart, such love for a soul ! This was touch- 
ingly apparent at the time when a certain 
convert fell back into Protestantism. When- 
ever he was spoken of, the good Archbishop 
reminded me of a tender parent whose son 
had been shipwrecked. He was far away on 
dangerous billows, or tossed on some desert 
shore, but he would return to the Ark of 
Safety. We were all to hope against hope in 
his regard. 

At other times the Cardinal was like a 
physician, who is alive to the danger of a 
case which occasions him the deepest con- 
cern. He was in suspense : still, ** whilst 
there is life there is hope." He forbade the 
whisper of a doubt, so boundless is the love 
of Almighty God, so infinite His compassion, 
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and surely he was yet alive. This son was 
"lost," but he might be found. His holy 
trust had its deserved reward, for the erring 
son returned before the death of his loving 
father. 

Painful as it is to relate from experience in 
such things, it would savour of ingratitude 
not to furnish a few farther proofs of his 
personal kindness in my regard. Is not even 
the ** cup of cold water " to mee/j with its 
reward, when given in the right spirit, and 
the benediction of heaven to accompany it ? 

During the time when I was suffering, as 
only converts can suffer, but still preserving 
my habitual manner, he saw through the 
struggle to maintain it, and paid me frequent 
visits. I can see him now, with his genial 
smile, with his little dog Muff under his arm, 
saying that they had come to call upon mo. 
He took so much real interest in everything 
of importance, that I never felt the least re- 
straint in his presence, and that made it more 
agreeable to himself. He was truly con- 
siderate in regard to the position of converts 
and their difficulties in every way. Being 
desirous that I should assist at and appreciate 
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the services in Holy Week, at S. George's, 
Southwark, he wished me to spend a week in 
the London Eoad, at Miss Agnew*s convent, 
which was the only place he could think of. 
She received me most kindly. This gifted 
lady reminded me of the portraits of Jeannie 
Deans, in the '* Heart of Midlothian," only 
Jeannie Deans veiled in religion ; and from 
what I have heard, as well as witnessed, of 
the reverend mother's self-denial, I should 
think she was capable of performing the same 
feat as Sir Walter Scott's heroine, if expedient. 

Her chapel had been originally the public 
church, and the tablets which testified to 
this still remained. 

If I am not mistaken, it was in it that one 
priest is said to have had a vision of another, 
who appeared once or twice at the Altar, as 
if about to ojBfer the Holy Sacrifice, and then 
vanished. Mass was said for the repose of 
his soul, and as he never appeared afterwards, 
it was thought that he had omitted to say 
Holy Mass when he should have said it. 

This chapel was very damp and dreary 
when I was there, and as the Nuns, but six 
or seven in number, came into it to say their 
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night prayers, in all but ''darkness visible," I 
was not contented to remain a moment after 
them. 

Miss Sheridan Carey, the lady to whose 
high poetic talents the Times did justice 
in pubUshing her " Warning Cry," addressed 
herself in a beautiful poem to Father Thomas 
on this edifice. 

** It was not the sunsbiue on the silent chapel wall, 
It was not the shadows creeping at the twilight over all, 
Nor the sacred altar even, nor the hallowed graves hard by. 
That you gazed on — that you mused on with that softly 
searching eye. 

** That humble little chapel, it was poor and it was bare, 
It had neither gold nor silver, yet the King of kings was 

there ; 
And they pressed about the altar, they knelt close upon 

the floor. 
And they gathered in the courtyard, and they crowded at 

the door." 

The contrast was indeed striking between 
that deserted ''humble little chapel" and 
the crowded Cathedral of S. George's. That 
I might not only witness the ceremonies well, 
but without personal inconvenience, the 
Cardinal, who was then the officiating bishop, 
ordered a prie-dieu in the front row to be at 
my disposal. As the imposing procession to 
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the Font advanced in its due ecclesiastical 
state, sweeping in solemn paces by me, all at 
once the cross -bearer fell back, and coming 
up to me said, ** The Bishop says you are to 
follow." It was a gracious act on his part, 
specially as on reaching the Font he saw that 
his wish that I should see the ceremony was 
properly carried out. 

This beautiful ceremony was performed 
with wonderful ease and grace, as were all 
the ceremonies ; always reverently, never 
hurriedly, yet in a space of time that fatigued 
nobody. He preached some eloquent ser- 
mons at S. George's afterwards — himself in 
full pontifical robes, attended in the pulpit 
by two priests in rich vestments, who seemed 
to be giving their silent testimony to the one 
true Church and Faith. 

The last time of his officiating at S. 
George's as bishop, I was present at the 
services. He was kind enough to invito 
another lady as well as myself to pass the 
Sunday at S. George's Presbytery, in which 
wo occupied a private room, where our dinner 
was served to us by ourselves. After this, 
Dr. Wiseman sent sojne wine by his cross- 
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bearer, with a message that he was to stay 
until I drank the Pope's health. Aware of 
how greatly I disliked the idea of the Car- 
dinal's " hat," this was not a little mischievous 
on his part. He paid us one or two very 
kind and agreeable visits during the day 
between the services. Towards the end of 
the day his then little train-bearer. Master 
Brodie de Zulueta, was tired and fell asleep, 
when it was touching to see the Cardinal's 
affection for him, embracing the child as 
reverently as in the presence of his Guardian 
Angel, as in the kiss of peace. He appeared 
to be giving the parting blessing to his little 
friend in such a truly paternal way. 

The Cardinal was fond of children, conse- 
quently they invariably made friends with 
him. The Sisters of Nazareth have told me 
that they have more than once seen him shed 
tears in their house over deserted children ; 
and to see them happy was his great delight. 

In returning to his acts of condescension, 
I must not omit to mention that he gave 
confirmation at his own chapel in Golden 
Square privately to me ; Lady Arundel and 
Surrey, the present Duchess of Norfolk, had 
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this privilege accorded to her at the same 
time, who in every way merited it so far 
more. The lamented Duke was present on 
this occasion, and seemed solicitous that she 
should not kneel too long. I cannot refrain 
from saying how much I was struck by the 
absence of all worldliness in this edifying 
lady. 

At this time I was staying at a convent, 
having, on account of my conversion, no 
'* fixed abode." Therefore the Cardinal was 
for ever thinking how he could relieve me in 
that terrible separation — which only a convert 
of those days can realise — from all, that we 
may see ** the only God face to face one day 
in the glory of heaven.'* 

Once, I remember returning to my room 
after His Eminence had given the habit to 
a novice, not wishing to be at the breakfast^ 
but he sent word that he was waiting break- 
fast for me. In themselves these little things 
may read to some as mere nonsense, but to 
others as proofs of humility and kindness of 
disposition. 

Ho entered with great spirit into any harm- 
less amusement. Punch, when it was en- 
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riched by the contributions from the Doyles, 
often diverted him. At the time of the 
Gorham controversy, the Cardinal avoided 
looking at himself in a caricature much as 
a nun would shrink from regarding herself in 
a mirror; but remarking one of the sketches, 
he laughed, and said, '*How extremely like 
Talbot that is !" Then, as though there was 
no more to be said, he played with his dog 
Muff, as a shy person who wishes to escape 
observation strokes an animal which may be 
near him. He resembled a woman in his 
appreciation of what are termed ** trifles," 
entering into the smallest details, when these 
had relation to events in which he took an 
interest. 

Once, in particular, when he was expected 
at Islington, for some hours before he actually 
made his appearance — for the royal grace of 
punctuality, 1 must confess, was seldom ob- 
served by him — there were some laughable 
occurrences which he heartily enjoyed hear- 
ing of. 

For the Very Eev. Canon of S. John the 
Evangelist, the Cardinal entertained a pro- 
found esteem, and all that was connected with 
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his cliurch edified and pleased him. Wlien 
he was there received in state, I told him that 
the clergy attached to the Mission would cer- 
tainly have additional work to perform in the 
Fever Hospital, in the Liverpool lload. 
People seemed to like to fete the Cardinal; 
there was a manner about him that made 
all feel that he was sensible of the respect 
paid to him in virtue of his office, as well as 
to himself personally. 

Wherever his presence was, he never for- 
got the needs of the Church, nor to omit to 
represent them in a most telling way. It 
had always been the subject of his daily 
prayer that he might be instrumental "in 
bringing back devotion to the Holy Eucha- 
rist.*' 

He had ever felt that public reparation 
was due from England, and that the day was 
at hand when this would be done. And it 
has always been a consolation to many that 
this illustrious man lived to see the exposi- 
tion of the " Forty Hours " established for 
some time before he died. He was so devoted 
to the Blessed Sacrament that I shall never 
cease to remember the effect upon him of 
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a representation of It that he wonderfully 
admired. 

The scene was the time of evening and 
sunset. An atmosphere of radiance and 
vapour gave effect to a monastic building 
that seemed to rise as in a dream before the 
sight. Kneeling in the grounds of the 
Monastery was a saint in ecstasy. His far- 
seeing eyes were fixed on a marvellous repre- 
sentation of the Host in the air. Angels were 
adoring It with himself, in a canopy of clouds 
qjf grandeur. A lurid light was thrown over 
a tree that looked as if blasted by lightning. 
The dark habit of the saint, the radiance 
above his head, the countenance speaking 
with '* an admirable love of the sacred mys- 
teries," all shone out in that work of art, 
and the Cardinal felt it thoroughly. " S. 
Paschal Baylon, a lay brother of the Fran- 
ciscan Order," said His Eminence, after the 
silence of some minutes. " It appears to me 
to represent that the Blessed Sacrament, to 
which this saint had great devotion, has ' 
been desecrated on that spot, where he is 
making reparation in this beautiful vision. 
You did well to remove it frota ^tl oxftixi^cc^ 
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sittiDg-room. It is too like '' — ho continued, 
and his voice betrayed emotion ; he was 
utterly absorbed by the subject. He pro- 
nounced it a Murillo, and subsequently took 
considerable pains in causing inquiries to be 
instituted. On hearing it was unfortunately 
in the hands of Protestants, he secured it to 
Catholics to whom he had told the subject 
of the picture and the masterly hand of 
genius by which, as if indeed by inspiration, 
it had been painted. 

In relation to the earnest faith of the Car- 
dinal, and the influence that this exercised 
over him, by the way in which it raised his 
great soul from ordinary subjects to the 
highest contemplation, I shall never forget 
his words at S. Leonard's-on-Sea. He was 
staying there for a few days, and had invited 
me to the convent, where he insisted on my 
going for the benefit of my health, as I was 
suffering exceedingly at the time. In speak- 
ing of prayer he told me of what a novena 
had recently accomplished. ** I know for 
a fact," he emphatically said, ** that the most 
unlooked-for event has recently transpired 
on the last day of that novena, which was 
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a marvellous reprieve from great trials, which 
hindered progress in spiritual concerns. 
Never be daunted by difl&culties, which can 
be vanquished by prayer." He was so earnest 
that he resembled a devoted patriot who 
had gained a victory, and was wearing his 
well-earned laurels. 




3 




II. 



SHORT time after his departure, a 
letter told me that the cap had been 
Bent to him on Monday, September 80th, 
1850, the hat on the Thursday following. 

According to custom he had "received" 
on his election, and, in the evening of the 
same day, had held a public conversazione. 
On such occasions every one must appear 
in full dress. As there are no "drawing- 
rooms " at Rome, it is one of the few oppor- 
tunities afforded to visitors of seeing the 
Roman ladies with their jewels. This is 
a sight worth seeing to those who care for 
those beautiful "unfading flowers of the 
inner earth," for the jewels of the Roman 
ladies are said to be the finest in the world. 
Their heads on such occasions are literally 
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ablaze with sparkling gems. As at these 
ceremonies a lady assists the new Cardinal, 
the Princess Borghese, the daughter of Lord 
Shrewsbury, had undertaken the household 
of Cardinal Wiseman on that evening. 

Subsequently a prelate had been sent with 
t he hat, which is kept at the Vatican for 
some days after the Pope has invested a 
new Cardinal with it. 

The letter closed with this earnest bene- 
diction : — 

** The Bishop sends you his blessing and 
commends you to the keeping of holy angels 
and saints, that they may bear you up, 
and prevent you from dashing your foot 
against the stones of tribulation and trial 
that strew your path." 

That his own, on his return to England 
— a Cardinal from Eome — should be so 
speedily strewn with thorns, he had cer- 
tainly not anticipated. It must have been 
to him " like a northern winter after a bright 
summer, when stormy clouds take the place 
of serene skies." Popular excitement in this 
country was at its height on account of the 
restoration of the Hierarchy. TVi^ ^^^ ^^^ 

3 * 
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London and its neighbourhood were covered 
with " No Popery." Blasphemous words, 
too horrible to mention, must have made 
him sensible that he indeed was in an in- 
ferior region. 

I recollect going in an omnibus to see 
him, when he formed the theme of conver- 
sation. ''I am told," said one of the gen- 
tlemen, ''that he is not at all liked in 
private life ; amongst his own set he is not 
even a man that Boman Catholics respect." 
My eyes wandered from face to face, as the 
several opinions were delivered by men 
whose intelligence on ordinary matters was 
possibly great. I felt grieved to be con- 
strained to be passive, but they grew so 
warm and looked so angry, that I could 
hardly realise they were abusing a man of 
whom they knew literally nothing, and who 
was just the opposite to what they said of 
him. So I mentally uttered one of Bos- 
suet's sayings : " . . Qu'y-a-t-il do moins 
qu'un ! mais qu'y-a-t-il de plus grand que 
ce simple cri du coeur!" 

Whilst they were abusing the Cardinal, 
be was saying his Mass at S. George's, in 
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the little chapel of Our Lady, where he 
afterwards made his thanksgiving, kneeling 
at a prie-dieu within its rails. 

On arriving at S. George's I was told that 
he did not receive visitors, hut he accidentally 
came into the room where I was resting, 
and was most kind in afterwards returning 
to wish me good-bye. He was then occupied 
particularly in writing his celebrated Mani- 
festo addressed to the English nation. He 
was one whose mind was not disturbed by in- 
terruptions. So much was this the case, that 
he frequently composed his sermons in the 
carriage with others on his way to churches 
where he was to preach. He also occupied 
every spare moment whilst travelling in 
writing, as he stated when he gave to the 
world that beautiful tale **Fabiola." 

At S. George's I was more than ever 
struck by the calm majesty that distin- 
guished him; for in the persecution he was 
undergoing, every member of the Catholic 
body had more or less their share, which 
considerably added to his own suffering at 
tjae time. 

When the imposing ceremony ol \»l^ \xir 
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Btallation took place at that church, with 
the splendour of the Boman ritual, they 
who witnessed it said they could never forget 
the grand and fervent manner with which 
he made the sign of the cross in blessing 
the congregation, ** as step by step " he 
moved slowly down the crowded aisles, look- 
ing like one who was bearing the cross 
and walking stedfastly on in its thorny way. 
In listening to his eloquent lectures on the 
Hierarchy, which "did more than anything 
to appease the fury of the multitude, and to 
disconcert the manoeuvres of the party in- 
terested in rousing the populace against 
their Catholic brethren and fellow subjects,"* 
I could hardly realise the fact that he was 
the same man on whom so much animosity 
of feeling was vented, who had been ob- 
served packing up simple gifts before he left 
for Bome to be distributed among his friends. 
Besides the relic of the true cross, he sent 
me a child's prayer-book, so great was his 
simplicity. 
It was on the first lecture on the Hier- 

* Vide a beantifal poem by Miss Sheridan Carej, *' The 
Irish Heart/* Note to the same. 
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archy that I ventured to address the following 
stanzas : — 

To His Emineitce 
The Cardinal Archbishop of Westminster. 

The Catholic ritual for the first approach of a new Bishop 
to his See exhorts that the streets through which he shaU 
pass be festooned with garlands, and his path strewn with 
flowers. For us, no doubt, it has been better that our road 
should have been hedged with thorns and our way sown 
with briars. — Cardinal Wiseman'' 8 Lectures on the Catholic 
Hierarchy. — Lect. 1. 

Fair, fair is thy path, though no garlands or flowers 
May we round it entwine in these desolate hours ; 
Let the boughs of the laurel still wave on the tree, 
Unfading 's the wreath that 's preparing for thee I 

Go, Warrior and Chieftain of Israel I tread 

In the rough narrow way of our glorified Head : 

Lo ! the briar and the thorn — not the diadem bright — 

Encircled the brows of the Author of Light. 

Alas I that such symbols of sorrow and woe 
Should mark the highway of our Leader below ; 
Alas ! that the arrow should fly in the night, 
The demon of darkness presume in His sight. 

How royal thy way ! lo, the names to thee given, 
Disputed on earth, caused a gladness in heaven ; 
Inscribed for the Cross, and man cannot efface 
The title of one of Melchisedech's race. 

Bide on in the storm, thou I what is it to thee ? 
Stripped, all, were the blossoms from Calvary's tree : 
Tet, watered by tears, and nourished by blood. 
It yielded the fruits of A CBUCinsD Qcoi>. 
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In regard to his courage in the adminis- 
tration of his episcopal office he was, as I 
have said, a very hero. He had to fight 
every inch of his way for thoie rights that 
are to be won back but laboriously ; so that 
during his pontificate he opened upwards of 
seventy churches and missions in West- 
minster and Southwark, besides introducing 
thirty-five religious communities. In three 
months he travelled two thousand miles, and 
preached one hundred times in various parts 
of the country, when travelling was not so 
easily accomplished as it is now. 

The religious communities in Great Britain 
are indebted to him for the privilege of 
having their novices trained in the houses 
they entered, instead of being sent to the 
noviciates abroad, where their own language 
is not spoken. 

He was most vigilant in promoting their 
interest. Any Nun might feel herself per- 
fectly safe when she had applied to him, as 
she had a right to apply in any difficulty. 

In holding his visitations, I once remember 
seeing outside the door of the chapel in the 
convent, "Mass and Holy Communion for 
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the Bishop's intention." These solemn words 
reminded all who assisted, that, cost what 
it might, he would, as a good father, do his 
duty without partiality. If necessary, each 
Sister would be placed under obedience to 
be truthful, confiding, and upright, in with- 
holding nothing that required to be revealed 
to him, in order that wrong might be set 
right if the rule was not strictly observed. 
He cared not for superior more than for 
postulant on these occasions, for he was just. 

I knew of a postulant who requested to 
see him, and he deigned to call twice, and 
^ot seeing her, demanded that she should go 
to his house. The mistress of the novices 
accompanied her, but he refrained from 
speaking on the subject of the letter until 
she had left the room. 

We are all liable to form misconceptions, 
and with the majority of Protestants His 
Eminence was considered both proud and 
vain. To conceive a just opinion of such a 
man it should be borne in mind that certain 
individuals have to represent certain powers, 
that there is a public duty to fulfil in upholding 
these, not always easy to combine m ^^^'^'^>x.- 
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ance with the private duty of self-humiliation. 
Cardinal Wiseman might have appeared to 
outward senses proud of his exalted position, 
vain of his vestments, attached to his ring ; 
for he was in love with the Bride. He 
thought, with the grand and venerated Mons. 
Dupanloup, " That nothing is too rich or 
majestic for the Church. She is to reign 
in her beauty in all the glory of the King's 
daughter, speaking to the eye and the ear, 
as well as to the mind.'* '* She that goeth 
up by the desert as a pillar of smoke, of 
myrrh, and frankincense,'* whose sons are to 
be made ''princes" over all the earth. 

From the Cardinal's early youth his sen- 
sitive mind had been ecclesiastically trained 
to venerate the prelates of the Church. His 
vocation to the priesthood had manifested 
itself at a very early age when at Cuthbert's 
College, Ushaw, from whence he received 
holy orders at the age of twenty-two, there 
distinguishing himself as Professor, vice- 
Sector, and Bector. 

He was a deep-read scholar, who had 
studied the sciences, was skilled in philo- 
sophy, and in the fine arts, had gone through 
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all the duties of a hard-worked secular priest, 
at a period when Protestants hated the very 
mention of a priest. On attaining the rank 
in the Church which he did attain, it was no 
wonder that he was resolved to uphold, and 
therefore to manifest it. In virtue of his 
title as Most Eminent Cardinal^ Prince of 
the Church, his right was to rank with 
royalty; hence on principle he demanded 
homage, not for himself, but as Prince of 
the Church, even to the latest moment of 
his life. This the magnificent funeral pro- 
claimed to London when his fight was ended, 
for he '* being dead, yet spake," that " the 
Thresher shall not thresh the bread corn 
for ever, but that the God of Hosts will 
glorify the place of His feet.** 

That same man on his deathbed was as 
submissive as a little child, and so in love 
with the grace of holy obedience that he 
asked the Eeligious who was with him in 
his agony to tell him to die. 

In minor points relative to his position 
he was equally tenacious to sustain it. I 
saw this very plainly whilst residing at the 
out-quarters which are attached to the Car- 
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melite Convent, in the Rue d'Enfer, Paris, 
where His Eminence called to see me on 
one of his journeys to Rome. 

Having apprised the good Nuns of the 
day and hour that he had named for his 
visit, I was unprepared to hear from him 
afterwards that he had called according to 
promise, and was actually told that he could 
not be admitted unless he went straight to 
the sanctuary. " Indeed," he remarked with 
great dignity, " I was so importuned by tjie 
Tourriere, that I could not understand it. 
I declined," he added, *' of course, and gave 
them to understand that my visit on the 
occasion was not to the Carmelites, it was 
to you." 

That His Eminence thought some room 
might have been at his disposal was certain, 
although the Due de Rohan's daughter was 
about to take the veil, and the place was filled 
with his suite. 

To the Cardinal an apology was probably 
made by the good Prioress, as he called on 
the community after the event, and paid his 
devotions to the relics of S. Teresa. These, 
including her choir cloak, together with an 
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authentic portrait of the saint taken when in 
ecstasy, and presented to the Carmelites of 
the Incarnation by Cardinal Berulle, are 
there preserved. The portrait is kept in an 
ancient and invaluable reliquary. 

The saintly foundress of the Dames Repara- 
trices was, at the time I speak of, occupying 
the out-quarters of the Carmelites. She had 
distributed an ample fortune among the poor, 
prior to her embracing the religious life, in 
order that she might commence her work in 
holy poverty. The shadow of the Cross was 
over it during her life, but the stately convent 
in the Eue d'Ulm, the mother-house of several 
of the congregation, bears testimony that her 
prayers have been heard. In a letter she 
addressed to one of the Sisters, in her true 
womanly sympathy, she wrote the following, 
which I copied at the time, and preserve with 
tenderness now: — "J'ai bien regrette avec 
vous que le Cardinal n'ait pas ete conduit 
pres de notre chere Anglaise, mais vous 
devez comprendre que ce que Dieu permit est 
toujours adorable ; dites-elle, que je prie 
beaucoup pour elle, que j*aime tres particu- 
lierement son ame." 
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The Cardinars selection of a day to pay 
his visit was unfortunate, as I was of course 
disappointed in not seeing him. Whilst 
walking in the garden attached to the out- 
quarterSy I accidentally met with the nohle 
postulant who had received permission to 
leave the enclosure on that day. She was 
accompanied by her father, a distinguished- 
looking man in the prime of life. I thought 
at first she was his future bride, and wondered 
to see the " children of this world " given in 
marriage there — where, 

*' Soft as the plnmcs of Jeans* dove, 
They nurse the soul to heavenly love.** 

She was attired as a bride of great distinction. 
She wore a dress of rich white satin, which 
was trimmed with deep flounces of rare 
lace. It fitted her to perfection, as I could 
see through the costly veil which covered her 
form and face, on which the sun of eighteen 
summers had scarcely smiled. A wreath of 
white flowers became her well ; not a spray 
seemed to move, nor a fold of her fairy bridal 
dress, as she walked in that place of repose. 
Tlie vine, which had been trained over the 
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paths, was in its autumn garb, whilst the 
beautiful yellow tinge of the trees, " the sweet 
messenger of calm decay," accorded well with 
the lesson the fair devoted maiden was giving 
in the bright springtime of her life. 

The venerable convent was casting its 
shadow, telling the hour like a dial, as the 
bell sounded the return of the nun elect to 
the choir. The Duke, as was anticipated, 
felt the parting very greatly, and hence the 
order for the exclusion of strangers. Apropos 
of the convent, I may say that it was founded, 
as many doubtless know, in 1603, by the 
venerable Mere Anne de Jesus, who was 
accompanied thither by the inseparable com- 
panion of S. Teresa, Anne de S. Barthelemi, 
From that period to the present, it has been 
an object of great interest to the religious 
world. Antiquity, history, poetry, romance, 
religion — in its highest sense — are all asso- 
ciated with it. The same iron grating and 
curtain black as ink, tell, as of yore, the same 
tale of penance, of bitter seclusion from the 
world, of the austere life within the veil, — 
"which, whenever I find hard to human 
nature," said Madame de Valliere, who there 
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retired from the corrupt court of her royal 
lover, " I think of what the King and Madame 
de Montespan made me suffer at Versailles, 
and I feel content." 

Then '' the dance of time '' had not left its 
trace on the face of Montespan, '' une triom- 
phante beaute/' which was to be shrouded, 
too, when the day of retribution came amongst 
those ''unearthly shadows,'* as Pere de Ea- 
vignan called the Carmelites of the Incar- 
nation. 

Here Madame de Sevigne, who had a soul 
to be stirred by the " song of the wind to the 
forest trees," was " enraptured " by the dis- 
positions of La Mere Agnes, beheld Madame 
Stuart, beautiful and contented, and La Yal- 
li^re with ''ses memes yeux et les memes 
regards," where neither the austerities she 
practised, nor poor food, nor little sleep, had 
taken from her that grace and beauty which 
had given subjects for art and verse, to history 
its page of romance, and to religion its testi- 
mony that we must not trust in kings nor in 
any child of man. Bossuet, from the altar, had 
there reminded her that '' all was but vanity 
and vexation of spirit," when he gave her, 
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as be had given La Yalliere, and in the 
presence of the same injured Queen, the 
mysterious veil in the name of the Father, 
Son, and Holy Ghost, charging the kneeling 
penitent to keep it without spot, which she 
did till the Angel of Death summoned her 
away. 

Volumes might be filled with the history 
of this Convent, truly a relic in itself. I 
once had an old book lent to me by the 
Prioress in the Eue Messine, on the first 
leaf of which was written, in quaint hand- 
writing : — 

*' Ce liyre est da premier Coayent des Carmelites de 
Paris, et doit tonjours demenrer dans la chambre oil la 
y6n6rable Mdre Madeleine S. Joseph eSt d6o6d6e. 

J^sas et Marie 1 
Conyent de rinoamation de Paris, 
Mil six cens qnatre.'* 

From this Convent the celebrated Marie 
Acarie went to Pontoise, where she died in 
the odour of sanctity, and where a magnifi- 
cent liionument was raised to her memory 
by Marie de Medicis, at which several miracles 
took place. 

In our day the interesting and beloved 

4 
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daughter of the pious Duchess of Norfolk 
took the veil at the Convent of the Incarnation, 
of whom Father Faber touchingly writes to 
the Duchess : ** No one has felt more fully 
than you have done, that no one is worthy 
of her ; but I know that when I wish her 
good-bye myself, I shall feel that another 
light has gone out to me; and what, then, 
must your feelings be !'* 

But the object of not least historic interest 
connected with the convent is the subterra- 
nean passage which leads from it to S. Denis, 
which is a distance of five miles. At the 
time of the discovery this was an event of 
some moment; even the Pere de Bavignan 
went more than once to visit it. The door 
of communication was close to the portress's 
lodge, at the bottom of a few stone steps ; 
it was hermetically closed soon after the 
discovery was made. 

At this spot I will take my leave, hoping 
the digression will be excused, as these are 
but shifting scenes. 

^^ ¥k * ^^ ^ * 

It was in the winter of the visit to Bome 
to which I have alluded, that the Cardinal, 
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in obedience to the Holy Father, commenced 
a course of Advent lectures : one of the best 
was on Eome, and the dispositions and re- 
flections with which it should be visited. 

During his sojourn in the Holy City, the 
Cardinal performed the ceremony of conse- 
cration and benediction of Abbot Burder, 
at the Church of S. Gregory the Great, to 
which is attached the very monastery of 
which he was Abbot, and from which he sent 
forth S. Augustine and his monks to convert 
England. 

In a beautiful letter that I received from 
Abbot Burder when in Eome, he thus gives 
his own impression of the city : — 

" We have visited many of the churches, 
and overpowering is the love and veneration 
of our holy Faith which these visits call 
forth. Truly may Eome be called * the city 
of God,' the city of the Great King, the 
city of the Living God, the city of the Lord 
of Hosts. I never felt the force of these 
expressions so much before. It is not only 
the vast size and magnificence — the ex- 
quisitely beautiful pictures — the gorgeous 

decorations — but it is this sanctity that 

4 * 
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affects you so much. Each church seems 
indeed the house of God, where God dwells, 
not only in His Presence in the Blessed 
Sacrament, but in the relics of the apostles, 
martyrs, virgins, and confessors, which meet 
your eye at every turn, or are concealed 
under your feet in the silent catacombs of 
the blessed dead. Here was S. Paul be- 
headed, and here S. Peter. Here such and 
such a martyr was put to death and gained 
his crown, and within the walls of the 
Coliseum thousands of martyrs in the first 
ages of the Church, with S. Ignatius at their 
head, start up to life again as you tread the 
sacred ground, and fight once again, even in 
your own presence, their glorious combat 
with the powers of darkness and the passions 
of fallen man, till, looking up, you think you 
see the Angelic Host also that witnessed their 
triumphs, and crowned their victories." 



m. 




(HAT Cardinal Wiseman was influenced 
by a supernatural motive in regard to 
his charity was evident, or he could not have 
exercised the patience he evinced when con- 
sulted, at the sacrifice of his invaluable time. 
He was so devoid of conceit as to his learn- 
ing, that nobody felt diffidence in submitting 
to him what one would have shrunk from 
referring to others far less capable than was 
himself. Indeed, he was so indulgent that he 
more than once actually requested me to send 
some little articles in manuscript, which on 
one occasion he thus acknowledged : — 

"YoBK Place. 

" My Dear Daughter, — I return you your 
papers with many thanks. I am glad to see 
you so well employed. 
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" Thanks, also, for your news about your- 
self and family. I hope some day (a Tuesday 
is securest) you will call upon me here, and 
give me a chat. — Your affectionate Father in 
Christ.*' 

One of the MSS. in which His Eminence 
was really most kindly interested was printed 
for private circulation, but never published. 
This was the memoir of a great and devoted 
servant of his Lord's, who had gone to his 
reward. It had been commenced in order to 
please a mother who had first directed him 
to the heavenly kingdom, and discontinued 
for reasons which now no longer exist. 

As the first number of this unfinished 
production called forth the Cardinars kind- 
heartedness, I have given it to the reader, as 
His Eminence not merely took the trouble 
to read, but to offer his advice concerning it. 

MEMOIR OF THE REV. FATHER THOMAS TRACY 

CLARKE, S.J. 

To attempt to portray the character of so 
great and holy a man as was the Eev. Father 
Thomas Tracy Clarke, is to the writer an 
undertaking of no ordinary diflSculty. When 
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we speak of a man as great in intellect, and 
as in character holy, every Catholic at least 
will understand that it is humanly impossible 
to do justice to such a man. To say that 
greatness and sanctity are synonyma, is to 
assert that which is incorrect : to gather 
around us a shining cloud of witnesses to the 
contrary — the children of light whom no man 
can number ; to bring, indeed, another multi- 
tude about us, whose greatness was, in a 
certain sense, unquestionable, but whose 
piety, alas ! a matter of doubt, nay, of terrible 
uncertainty. Justice has to deal with facts 
and not opinions, with truth and not preju- 
dice : hence, one deep in moral and in natural 
knowledge inquired, "Why the greatest num- 
ber of the philosophers are perverse men?" 
Thomas Tracy Clarke, long before he was 
a novice at Montrouge, where we shall 
presently j5nd him, could have answered 
this suggestive inquiry. He would have 
replied, with the impartiality of genius, that 
the majority of great men are, undoubtedly, 
possessed of an indomitable will ; that, there- 
fore, " not many wise men after the flesh, not 
many mighty are called, but the foolish hath 
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God chosen, that He may confound the wise/' 
and the weak to confound the strong ; that it 
is divine grace alone that infuses the super- 
natural strength which produces sanctity — 
divine wisdom that diffuses the supernal 
light which is above all human sense ; yet, 
nevertheless, the majority of the blessed 
chosen had not, independently of these un- 
earthly graces, that natural force of cha- 
racter which implies a diversity of gifts, and 
which, when under the influence of the same 
grace, made a S. Paul, a S. Ignatius, a S. 
Francis Xavier. 

The desire to know the personal history 
and characteristics of those who, having 
attained the highest standard of human per- 
fection, died in the divine odour of sanctity,* 
is one of the triumphs of the cross. Super- 
naturally directing the soul to the contempla- 
tion of its fruits, shining with the glory not 
of the world, it invites us to gaze on the 
blessed thereon lifted up with the crucified 
God-man, whose sufferings it was that drew 
those there to Himself. Yet very regretable 
it is that so little is known of many of those 
burning and shining lights, concerning whom 
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we have every right to hear much. Why 
should their departure from this world be 
suffered to deprive us of every memory that 
was associated with those, in whose light it 
appears men seemed only willing for a season 
to rejoice ? Who, for example, has not heard 
of the eminent sanctity to which the Eev. 
and Venerated Father Thomas Brownbill, 
S. J., attained. Who that had the inestimable 
privilege to know him that, did, or who does 
not now, say of him, " Oh, he was a real saint : 
if not canonised, he was nevertheless worthy " ? 
How is it that they who were thus permitted, 
and for years, to witness his holy life, should 
conceal from others that which they assure 
us afforded to themselves such infinite edifi- 
cation? Why, as they contemplated, with 
love and awe, the manifestations of divine 
graces which shone, by reason of the interior 
virtues that illumined the precious soul of 
that devoted servant of God — why, when the 
souls of the Eev. Fathers were so often con- 
soled by his precious words, his profound 
humility, his blessed cheerfulness, his equa- 
nimity of temper, and by that unvaried 
kindness of manner peculiar to himself and 
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his two reverend and saintly brothers — why, 
may wo again and again demand, should not 
the God of grace be glorified in His servant 
by not withholding a record of his holy life 
and conversation from the Church, if not 
the world? The face of this holy man 
was said to beam, by reason of his love 
and life of prayer, — his entire life to cor- 
respond with his unaffected devotion. The 
Rev. Fathers, his contemporaries, indeed, 
have all testified that they " never cease to 
revere the Rev. Father Thomas Brownbill 
as a saint." At his holy death there were 
present those who, as 

''Angels called his angel soul away,*** 

were heard to say that they ''could now 
realise what it is to see a saint die." 

To seek to persuade us that there is nothing 
particular to relate in regard to such a life, 
save that it was one of perfect sanctity, is 
unworthy men of education and of letters — 
unworthy, in other words, the Society of 
Jesus and its motto, ** Ad Major em Dei 

* Poem on the death of the Bey. Father T. BrownbiU, by 
the Uer. Father T. 0*Carroll. 
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Gloriam.'* This great master of the novices 
was bom on Christmas-Day, 1788, and died 
on the 18th of November, 1844— the "Festival 
of the Dedication of S. Peter's," — a glorious 
temple, like his own precious body, which was 
consecrated to the service of the living God. 
Had all those who are capable of writing 
observed such mysterious, if not apathetic, 
silence in regard to the lives of other saints 
and servants of God, we should have no 
examples to imitate ; had God Himself dealt 
thus with us, we should have had no Gospel ; 
had all the Fathers in the Society of Jesus 
*' kept silence from good things," we should 
never have heard of " the angelic modesty " 
which was bestowed by "the Queen of 
Virgins '* on its saintly founder, nor of one 
of those sublime virtues which constituted 
the beauty of his grand soul. On the con- 
trary, we are indebted to the Society, not 
merely for a precise narrative of the " History 
of S. Ignatius de Loyola,*' but for that 
miraculous portrait of him, on which we 
reverently gaze and gaze until, lo ! we behold 
his countenance glow even when tears burst 
from his eyes; whilst at the same moment 
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such serenity is diffused over his radiant 
brows, that even in his sufferings, when his 
noble heart '' beat with such violence, that it 
seemed as it must break," he appears to us 
as one living, yet " whose soul was," as it 
is, **in bliss." We read of a certain talent 
that was, but should not have been, buried in 
the earth ; of light that was to burn, and not 
under a bushel; of the morning cloud and 
the early dew passing as a dream away ; then 
of wisdom that should not be forgotten, a 
memory that was not to depart, and a name 
that of the just, which i, to be in request from 
generation to generation. As we have long 
waited, and in vain, for the life of the Rev. 
Father Thomas Brownbill, we can scarcely 
hope to be favoured with that of his successor, 
the Rev. Father Thomas Tracy Clarke. I 
must therefore claim the indulgence of the 
reader in my feeble efforts to supply, in some 
measure, the deficiency in regard to the life 
of the latter Rev. Father, as however poor 
the tribute, and notwithstanding the disad- 
vantages under which I have been labouring, 
I wish to render to CdBsar the things that are 
Caesar's. 
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It has been said, that Father Thomas 
Tracy Clarke would " have been very averse 
to his life being published." Unquestionably 
he would ; and for this reason it is that 
his life will be valuable in the opinion of 
the pious reader. It is, indeed, the strongest 
argument in favour of the publication of the 
lives of the saints and serveints of God, that 
there never was, never will be, one who had 
not a similar aversion. Did not our Blessed 
Kedeemer, of whom they learned to be thus 
meek and lowly of heart, continually charge 
others not to speak of His miracles ; nor 
would He permit the disciples to tell of the 
glory of the vision, when " His face did shine 
as the sun, and His raiment became white as 
the light," until He had risen from the dead ? 
Are we, indeed, to take that circumscribed rule 
as our guide, that what the saints wished in 
their own regard while on earth, should be 
still observed by us, now that they are in 
heaven? Severe exaction, to be compelled 
to gauge them as they estimated themselves. 
Nay, more, it would be blasphemy. Desired 
they not to be treated even as hypocrites, 
and as mad? S. Paul, exclaimed he not, **1 
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am the least of the apostles, who am not 
worthy to be called an apostle "?* and again, 
*' To me, the least of all the saints"? t Have 
we not, moreover, a perfect right to express 
om: own individual opinion, in respect to the 
children of our Mother, provided this is in 
conformity to her holy spirit ? If in heaven, 
the most sacred of all human ties is to be 
dissolved,— -if there, then, is to be neither 
marrying nor giving in marriage, but the 
children of the Kingdom in love alone are to 
be united to the Eternal God, — will any com- 
munity or society on earth venture to say, 
that what it claimed below it claims above ? 
Not one; therefore, what I would not have 
ventured to say of you, as a Eeligious under 
holy obedience, I may and will say of you 
now (in glorious liberty), and poor though 
the offering as that of the widow's mite, this 
tribute I humbly offer to your memory, 
Father Tracy Clarke ! Precious your whole 
life spent in the service of the "Light of 
men; ** precious your holy death, as that of 
the martyrs, in the sight of ** the Light of 
the world.** 

• 1 Cor. XV. 9. t Eph. iil 8. 
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*' Lives of great men all remind us 
We can make our lives sublime; 
And departing, leave behind us 
Footprints on the sands of time: 

''Footprints, that perhaps another, 
Sailing o*er lifers solemn main, 
A forlorn and shipwrecked brother, 
Seeing, shall take heart again/* 

The Eev. Father Thomas Tracy Clarke was 
born on the 81st July (the Festival of S. 
Ignatius), 1802, in Blackhall Street, in the 
City of Dublin, where his father, who was a 
highly respectable solicitor, at that time 
resided. The Clarkes were of good, if not 
high English descent, and were owners of 
considerable property, as well as landed 
estates, which latter were held for centuries 
by them under patent from King Charles II., 
in the counties of Armagh, Kildare, and 
Westmeath. It is more than probable that 
an ancestor of this ancient family once 
resided at Kilbarron Castle, county Donegal, 
as the last owner was an Englishman, of the 
name of Clarke, called by the Irish " Cleary," 
who was known to possess extensive landed 
property in other counties. Mason informs 
us, in his ** Survey of Ireland/* that he ixvaAj^ 
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a most '' laborious research," in order to trace 
the history of this interesting castle, but was 
unsuccessful, save in the circumstances thus 
mentioned ; and that this Mr. Clarke owned 
the glebe-house of the parish, as well as the 
lands about it. Climbing the great rock on 
which this venerable ruin stands. Mason 
explored, until he discovered the keep in 
which the lord of the castle himself formerly 
slept. On each side of the door of his 
chamber was ''a small aperture for the 
admission of a strong bar of wood to secure it 
on the inner side." There was no tracery of ' 
windows to be found, but loops to admit the 
light and air were still to be seen. This 
majestic ruin presents itself as a striking 
object even now, with " the boisterous sea " 
roaring beneath, and commanding a bold 
view of the wide open country; where 
"Asherow" in the far distance rises like a 
mist, with its grey stones and broken arches, 
telling the wild waves that the Abbey is no 
more whence the visions of heaven arose. 

The maiden name of the venerable mother 
of the subject of these Memoirs was Tracy ; 
and it may be here remarked, that the ancient 
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custom noticed by Spencer, and commented 
on by Mason, of the married female retaining 
her maiden name, is still maintained in 
Ireland, as in France, Wales, and even in 
Greece, especially "when a woman of superior 
rank marries her inferior.** This practice 
seems to have exercised the mind of the 
latter writer, who challenges philosophers to 
unravel its mystery. It was, doubtless, to 
distinguish families that this custom was 
adopted; nor does it require the aid of 
philosophy to explain it. 

We find the Jewish women more spoken of 
by their maiden than their married name. 
Judith, in her inspired canticle, calls not 
herself the widow of Manasses, but the 
daughter of Merari. Other examples might 
be adduced to prove that it was in universal 
fashion amongst the Jews. From the in- 
stances given, it is no wonder that Catharine 
Clarke should adhere to her own Celtic 
practice, by retaining the name of her maiden- 
hood, that of *' Tracy,** not for the sake of 
earthly superiority, but in conformance to 
the primitive custom of the " artless ages.*' 

This interesting lady, of whom I shall ko.^^ 

5 
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to speak more than once in the course of this 
little narrative, was the only child of Malach j, 
son of the Honourable William Tracy, *' the 
undoubted and acknowledged heir of the 
Viscounts Tracy, of Rathcoole, in the peerage 
of Ireland/* This noble family held also 
considerable possessions in England, and 
perhaps it will not be uninteresting to many 
to learn that their ancestral manor, Todding- 
ton, in Gloucestershire, was granted by our 
Anglo-Saxon kings to the Tracy s, and still 
retained in the female branch of the same by 
direct and lineal descent, '' from the Princess 
Goda, the youngest daughter of Ethelred, 
sister to S. Edward the Confessor." 

Martin Tracy, of Streamstown, county 
Westmeath, who is nearly related to Mrs. 
Tracy Clarke, brought forward his claim to 
the Tracy peerage in 1856, when we are 
informed, ** that such conclusive facts were 
brought to light that there was left not a 
shadow of a doubt in respect to his being 
enabled to establish his right to the Vis- 
county/' Real descendants of the Lord of 
Bathcoole, this family are not allied to any 
other bearing the name of Tracy, either in 
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Westmeath or the adjoining counties. That 
Lord Tracy possessed not merely considerable 
wealth, but also great influence, before he 
was raised to the peerage, was proved by the 
services he rendered to the Crown, by raising 
a regiment of dragoons in Ireland, when he 
played so chivalrous a part during a stormy 
period of his country's history, that he was 
made a Viscount. His descendants are well 
knovm in the parish of Horseleap, where the 
father of the lawful heir to the title (Mr. 
James Tracy) we find " cultivated extensive 
farms, and was likewise actively engaged in 
other business pursuits during his long life, 
he having reached the patriarchal age of 
ninety years, and died a reputedly wealthy 
man."* On account of the immense sums 
that are required in prosecuting a claim of 
this nature, this interesting case was not 
brought before the House of Lords. The 
Attorney- General (Sir Alexander Cockbum, 
afterwards Lord Chief Justice), however, on 
reading the evidence submitted to his Lord- 
ship by Martin Tracy, made a most favourable 

* 

report as to the justice of his lawful claim. 

• *' Athlone Independent," May 10th, I85Q. 

5* 
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Long contested as was this interesting peerage 
case, eagerly watched its every phase, one 
there was who cared not to substantiate a 
claim to his noble but to secure his second 
birth, — one who would rather have been a 
beggar than a prince, a slave than a king, a 
servant than his lord, a lay-brother in the 
holy Society of Jesus than the highest 
potentate on earth, — one whose sole ambition 
it was to become that which he, Thomas 
Tracy Clarke, indeed became — humble as a 
little child. 

This last example reminds me that I am 
anticipating the course of events, events in 
which his mother was so immediately con- 
cerned, that we cannot follow them without 
now presenting her under very trying cir- 
cumstances to the reader. Scarcely had she 
welcomed with a maternal blessing her j&rst- 
bom son, the elder brother to Thomas Tracy, 
to the light of day, remembering no more her 
anguish for joy that a man was bom into the 
world, than she had to pass through a yet 
harder travail, that of striving for her child's 
spiritual birth. The family of her husband, 
as well as himself, being Protestant, Mr. 
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Clarke entered the room of his wife, and 
expressed his intention to have their child 
baptized in the Protestant Church. His wish 
was pressed ; had he not invited his brother, 
a British officer, and other guests of his own 
persuasion, to the christening ? Yes ! they 
were actually in the house in order to assist 
at the ceremony. One thing alone this man 
of honour, Mr. Clarke, lacked — his wife's 
assent. Knew he not before he married her, 
that between them there was a great chaos, 
yet, in order to win, had he not pledged 
himself to her that, in the event of their 
having issue, their children should be Catho- 
lics? Yet what would his relations, his 
friends, think of his compromise — his prin- 
ciples, his faith ? Here was the fitting occa- 
sion to renew the past, to control the future ; 
and, oh, wife of his bosom, Catharine Tracy 
Clarke, rested not the honour of a man and 
the worldly interests of your child with you ! 
Her husband's words were softer than oil, yet 
fell as burning drops on her heart. Defence- 
less her position and that of her helpless 
little one, would a man of honour take 
advantage of this? Could ou^ \»\v^\» ^•Jvs^ 
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contending, not with her husband, but with 
his enemy, be put to flight ? Can a woman 
forget her sacking child that she should not 
have compassion on the son of her womb ? 
Yea, she may, and too often does forget, when 
she yields her child to heresy. Even as the 
bird that leaves its young to be warmed in 
the dust, forgetting that the foot may tread 
upon, the beast of the field destroy them. 
But the God that deprived the bird of wisdom 
has addressed Himself specially to woman to 
adore Him " in spirit and in truth." * 

The cry of her first-bom scarcely audible, 
thrilled in the ears of its mother as the sound 
of a trumpet which warns a battle's dread 
approach. The unmeaning tears on the 
tiny cheek that nestled in her bosom had to 
her maternal fancy a solemn pleading, which 
met with a grave and unalterable response. 
Near her was a voice saying, " How knowest 
thou, wife, whether thou shalt save thy 
husband ? " f Above was a glittering shield 
bright as the sun, reflecting the face of the 
saints, clear as the heavens where see they 
the God of Israel. The gates of the river of 

• 8. John iv. 24. f 1 Cor. yii. 16. 
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life were opened to her oflfspring. Was she, 
the mother, to be the one to close them, and 
bring a drought upon those waters ? In her 
soul was a sword urging her on — the sword 
which had pierced God's mother-soul — flam- 
ing with the blood of martyrs — fire-tried, it 
was invincible. Eaising herself in bed, 
strengthened by the Lord of the weary -laden, 
virtue and faith with her, Catharine Tracy 
Clarke emphatically declared " that no clergy- 
man of the Church of England should ever 
place his hand on any child of hers." The 
brave respect the brave. The spirit of her 
husband, as also that of his brother, was 
bowed in the presence of one who would have 
risen from her bed to meet the shadows in 
the valley of death, rather than sacrifice her 
child, or give it to the false and not to the 
true mother. To his eternal honour be it 
spoken, the father of Thomas Tracy Clarke 
refrained from his purpose, as the subsequent 
pages of this narrative will abundantly give 
testimony, in the simple relation of the life 
of one who was sanctified in and by his faith. 
It is necessary not merely to mention, but 
to dwell on this event, as it was OY(m%'^<^^Jc^> 
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as has been stated, that Thomas Tracy Clarke 
became a member himself of the mystical 
body of Christ, received the " white garment '* 
in His Church, where alone it can be carried 
"without stain before the judgment-seat," 
and was indebted for " the grace of mature 
sanctity even at a tender age ; " to this, that 
Catharine Tracy Clarke had the happiness to 
have her children baptized in the true Church 
by her spiritual guide, the Eev. Dr. William 
Russell, who, in the Church of S. Paul, 
Dublin, " took possession of them in the 
name of the Almighty," when he gave to 
them, one by one, that burning light whereby 
alone they "can keep their baptism blame- 
less," and with which we shall find Father 
Thomas Tracy meeting his Lord, as one not 
only ready but eager for his nuptials. Yes ! 
to this, that her husband, who, having led a 
very exemplary life, was indebted, doubtless 
as a reward, for his own reception into the 
one fold before his death, which, to the deep 
grief of his loved wife and children, took place 
at a comparatively early age. As she stood 
by watching his pious death, having the 
gratification to hoar him commend their six 
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children to her Catholic keeping — saw him 
receive the last rites of the holy Eoman 
Church — listened to his fervent words devoutly 
imploring the intercession of the Mother of 
God, and asking pardon for his sins in the 
name of the Blessed Jesus — was she not, in the 
sight of her departing husband, as the angel 
that had conducted him to the city of the 
Great King, which, in the holy gaze of death, 
he beheld with the eyes of the blessed, and 
in the open vision of truth, saw he the light 
of the Lord God? Yes, by faith, such as 
Catharine Tracy Clarke's, women may indeed, 
even now, be said, in a spiritual sense, to 
receive their dead raised to life again. For, 
be it observed, difficulties that must be met, 
may also be overcome by the calm and strong 
courage that rises in proportion to the trials 
against which women have too frequently to 
contend. Let their motto be, "No Weakness,'* 
and they shall again and again bruise the 
head of the serpent, as did the blessed 
" Mary, of whom was bom Jesus." Souls 
that, to those who are in the bright blaze of 
truth, appear as dark shadows in the noon- 
day, the Orient from on high, ma^ ^^\»^\^^,S^ 
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the naturally weak will but say, what they in 
their supernatural strength are commanded, 
" I am strong." " Give Me to drink," said 
the wearied, thirsting Bedeemer to the 
woman of Samaria. ** Go, call thy husband, 
and come hither," said He again. Who told 
her all things whatsoever she had done. 
**And for the word of the woman, many 
believed on Him." What husband, father, 
or brother, think ye, could have prevented 
the holy women following Christ, when He 
who never forsakes, forsaken by man — Christ, 
the same yesterday, to-day, and for ever — 
went in sorrow and desolation to the Cross ? 
To stand the estrangement of the Cross is 
harder to be borne than the trials of cruel 
mockeries and tortures, — the bands or the 
chains of prison, in which holy women 
were racked rather than accept deliverance. 
What they did you can do. Yes, you, with 
your keen sensibilities, for this reason : that 
you are capable of loving much, ay, with a 
love stronger than death, which the coarse, 
of either sex, are not. Just as the delicate 
Esther, with a mind full of anguish and 
exceeding great fear, suppressed her natural 
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emotions, jiassed through the doors in order, 
and, with heroic fortitude, presented herself 
to the king, "that with burning eyes, which 
showed the wrath in his heart, was terrible to 
behold." I ask you, if Sara had been weak, 
whether there would have sprung from one 
as good as dead, as the stars of heaven in 
multitude ? Whether Eahab would have been 
justified by works ? Judith have delivered her 
country? or the Queen of Saba, whom our 
Lord Himself commends, have come from the 
uttermost parts of the earth to hear, and 
likewise to prove by her own ** hard questions," 
what the wisdom of Solomon was? "As 
everlasting foundations upon a solid rock, so 
the commandments of God in the heart of a 
holy woman." With these noble examples, 
with the inspirations given to woman, it is 
surprising that she should ever trifle with her 
convictions — tamper with her conscience, to 
please man. God has chosen her to stand 
by the cross — that is her place ; He rewarded 
by appearing to her the first after His re- 
surrection. He dignified her very voice by 
giving to it an immortal tone, in command- 
ing her to be the first to proclaivm. \Jci.^ x^'ss'qx- 
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rection ; and that which man deemed an ** idle 
tale ** was the most sublime truth concerning 
the grandest mystery in our redemption ; for 
if ** Christ be not risen again, your faith is 
vain, for you are yet in your sins : then they 
also that are fallen asleep in Christ are 
perished." * In speaking of woman, are we 
to forget you, *' Mother inviolate ! *' who, 
entering into the divine purposes of grace, 
preserved the great secrets of the Eternal 
Father ? — you, whose whole life was one fer- 
vent sacrifice. No, ** Mother of fair love, and 
of fear, and of knowledge, and of holy hope," 
we will not forget you, under whose patron- 
age your devoted servant, Thomas Tracy 
Clarke, placed every event in his chaste life. 

To follow these events in their order is 
almost an impossibility ; we cannot glance at 
him as a child, without gazing at him as a 
man; we cannot look at him as a youth, 
without regarding him as a Religious ; when 
we contemplate him as a Eeligious, his child- 
hood is again before us ; he is a perfect 
Jesuit, hence a great saint. 

It was at a very early period in life that 

• IXor. XV. 10, 17. 
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little Tracy took wisdom for his spouse, and 
** became a lover of her beauty." "To be 
candid with you," writes Mrs. Tracy Clarke, 
in one of her touching letters, " I never 
thought that my dear child, Thomas Tracy, 
cared for childish sports ; he seemed, indeed, 
to be all for God. He had always a great 
feeling for the poor, and would even deprive 
himself of everything he had for them. His 
greatest delight was to see his little sisters 
occupied in works of charity." "He dearly 
loved the country," she continues, " and was 
a great admirer of the beauties of nature, 
often calling my attention to mountain scenery, 
which was his favourite." Yes, as has been 
beautifully remarked, "to Father Clarke the 
pure air of the country was a necessary of 
life. The far horizons, the woods, the 
fields, and rural shades, dear to contem- 
plation, and inviting to prayerful commu- 
nion with God, were to him scenes of holy 
peace."* 

To one with whom mercy grew from in- 
fancy, the very warmth and pulse of his heart, 
nature, in her " primitive grandeur," her 

* The ♦♦ Universe," February Sth, 1862. " Fides." 
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pure and original beauty, was indeed calcu- 
lated to give delight as well as instruction. 
The wide and solitary scene, where all is in 
the repose that inspires devotion, elevated his 
mind to the Great Spirit that was moving on 
his own, and '* saw the light that it was 
good." Through the purple veil of the 
mountains' shadows, beyond the white clouds 
that crowned them, in the varied shades of 
the green verdure that clothed the hills and 
vales with beauty, in the glittering dew on the 
flowers of the wild moorland, on which the 
sun was looking down alone, as the Lord on 
the tears that are wept in the night ; in the 
" waters rushing between the midst of the 
hills,'* to the tiny bird that "lighted as 
silently as snow on the earth," and then 
poured forth its hymn to the clouds, which in 
prayer was his own humble soul to pierce, in 
all these still felt he God. ''Ah 1 " exclaims 
a popular and thoughtful writer of the day, 
*' there is something strange in the inner life 
of a thoughtful child of eight years old ! 
I would rather see a faithful record of his 
thoughts, feelings, fancies, and sorrows, for a 
single week, than know all the political events 
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that have happened during that space in 
Spain, Denmark, Norway, Sweden, Eussia, 
and Turkey.*'* 

We may now imagine Thomas Tracy attend- 
ing a day-school in North King Street, kept 
by one of the curates in the neighbourhood, 
and in the evenings applying diligently to his 
lessons again, which were superintended by 
a member of Trinity College. Frequently, 
too, may we fancy him to be in the chapel at 
Aranquay (of which, in these days of photo- 
graphy, many would like to possess a carte), 
whither his pious and vigilant mother was in 
the habit of sending him to serve Mass with 
his brother, and to assist otherwise at the 
divine mysteries of our holy religion. The 
period at length arrived when his elder 
brother and sister were to make their first 
communion. How it happened that little 
Thomas Tracy was permitted to approach the 
Word Incarnate at the same time I know 
not, as his name does not appear in an inter- 
esting manuscript, with which I have been 
favoured, as associated with theirs in the 
preparations for this solemn event. Certain 

* ** Leisure Hours in Town." 



80 Scraps from my Scrap-Book. 

it was, however, that the youthful disciple of 
Loyola contrived it somehow, and as certain 
that he was welcome in the sight of the 
Father of the world to come. 

Truly a touching scene it must have been 
to have witnessed Catharine Tracy Clarke, 
kneeling behind her children before the Altar 
at Aranquay, in that chapel where she had 
so often prayed for the conversion of her 
husband to the Everlasting Church, and for 
those children whom their Lord was about to 
embrace. Her mind, it seems, was naturally 
occupied with Thomas Tracy, who had only 
just attained the age of ten, and she was 
anxious that he might fully comprehend 
the solemnity of the great sacrament he 
was to receive. Touching her little son, 
therefore, on the shoulder, to remind him 
once more of the **Body of the Lord,** and 
the sense of adoration with which It was to 
be received, deeply affected was she to see the 
youthful face, tliat was turned in obedience 
to her, dissolved in tears, and in a minute 
more to behold him in raptures. Ah ! who 
can penetrate that pure breast wherein Jesus, 
Who had not where to lay His sacred Head, 
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had then entered the Holy and Venerable in- 
veiled majesty, the Lamb that had been slain. 
What passed between the King in His repose, 
and His child with Him enraptured, none 
may know. No one would ever have heard 
from himself that he had been thus privi- 
leged ; oh, no, no ! I can testify, who was 
permitted to be one of the very few to whom 
he ever departed from that great reserve which 
was natural to him, that he was in the habit 
of saying he was greatly in need of prayers, 
and was wont after the Sacrament of Penance 
to make acts of contrition with me, saying, 
"These will do you as well as myself 
good." The last time, indeed, I may add, 
that he ever perhaps entered a confessional, 
he repeated, three separate times, in all the 
fervour of an afflicted and contrite spirit, 
" my God, I am heartily sorry for having 
offended Thee, and I detest my sins most 
sincerely, because they displease Thee, my 
God," &c. Yet let no one imagine by this 
act of humility that Father Tracy Clarke 
gave encouragement to scruples, any more 
than his Lord and Master approved of vain 
repetitions, Who *' prayed the third tiscL'^ m 

6 
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His agony, saying the self-same word.** 
There are those who are troubled with scru- 
ples, whom the Reverend Father would not 
have suffered to repeat twice, what is only 
necessary to be said once. There are again 
others who, not scrupulous, may not have 
acquired as they should the spirit of recollec- 
tion, and he best knew how and to whom to 
seek to impart it. 

The gift of tears was his, and I knew that 
in the holy Hght alone would his tears be 
dried; for as the hind of the morning 
" panteth after the fountains of waters," so 
panted his thirsting soul for Heaven, where 
"living creatures full of eyes before and 
behind, who rest not day nor night," have 
never seen a tear-drop fall where the crowns 
of gold are cast, midst cries of " Sanctusj 
SunctuSf Sct/nctus,** 

A letter is before me of his venerable 
mother's, saying that an article which had 
appeared in one of the journals, on the grave 
of her dear child, Father Thomas Tracy 
Clarke, had brought back vividly to her his 
great piety from his earliest infancy. The 
tears were still on her cheek as she read, if 



Cardinal Wiseman. 83 

"Blessed they that mourn, then are you 
comforted, for mourned you not, and had you 
not the gift of tears, which made you weep 
over sin, weep for sinners, weep even as 
Jesus wept, and as saints have w^pt over 
Jesus ? "* 

Catharine Tracy Clarke was no longer at 
Meldrum, but once more in the chapel of 
Aranquay; former years had returned, the 
dial had gone back ; it was not the setting 
sun that was streaming into it, but a beam of 
the early dawn ; not the voice of a distant 
wind wailing over the rude English grave of 
her revered and reverend son ; not the sound 
of rain dropping ^on the coarse soil there. 
No, no! it was soft as the breath of the 
flower of the fleld, sweet as the fragrance of 
the lily-of-the-valley, the odour of sanctity 
that stole over the melody melting her souL 
It was the tears of her beloved child, pure as 
the dew of the morning, falling now on the 
Rose of Sharon, now on the crown of thorns. 
It was the shadow of the everlasting hills 
glowing with the glory of the skies that was 
passing over her. Fair that memory of her 

• " The Universe," July 12tii, 1862, 

6* 
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child kneeling before the Ancient of Days, 
whose head and hairs are white as white 
wool and as snow, and whose feet like unto 
fine brass are as a burning fomace. Fair 
that memory ; yes ! and strong that faith* 

What manner of one is thy Beloved of the 
beloved, Thomas Tracy Garke, that you 
languished thus with lore ? Was that white 
head filled once more with dew, the red dew 
of Gethsemane ? those hairs so venerable with 
the drops of an nnforgotten night? Did 
those burning eyes which kindled in your own 
unearthly fire become as doves, that caused 
your tears through love to flow ; that made 
your senses flee away ? Those burnished feet, 
those awful feet, that walked the troubled sea, 
left they their sacred marks in your young 
fresh heart, with the tears of S. Mary Mag- 
dalene still warm on them there so many 
years ago, Thomas Tracy Clarke ? 

" Oh 1 glorious Irish heart ! farewell. 
We know thee whence thou art ; 
The secret of that mighty spell, 
*Tis in the sacred heart.*** 

On this memoir the Cardinal wrote as 
follows : — 

• « The Irish Heart.*' Bight Bey. Abbot Border. 
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"My Dear Daughter in Christ, — I quite 
sympathise with you in your troubles, but I 
cannot see any way to remove them. I do 
not know where your adversaries are, but if 
Father Clarke's own family and the Society — 
to which he seems to have been so great an 
ornament — are opposed to the publication of 
his biography (whether on personal grounds 
or on private principles) I can hardly expect 
success for you, especially as your publication 
is anonymous. Then, again, I cannot see- 
how you can get a book into circulation 
without a publisher, who can push the sale- 
by advertisement, having it on his own 
counter, &c. &c. Where is it to be bought ? 
These are the difficulties of your position. 
Nobody can find fault with your affectionate 
zeal in writing the life of a holy man whom 
you have known, and your heartiness in the 
execution of your work. 

'* My difficulty is whether you will have 
enough of incident, of anecdote, of holy 
sayings, and wise maxims, as make a saint's 
life striking and taking, with those who 
have not the advantages you possessed, of 
personal acquaintance with him. 
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"Of this I cannot judge from the first 
number, but I cannot imagine any cause of 
diffidence in your soundness of principle, and 
security against error. In every respect I 
wish you every success. — Your affectionate 
father in Christ, 

'* N. Cardinal Wiseman." 

" My Dear Davohter in Christ, — I should 
be glad to see you at any time to-morrow or 
Thursday morning. I have, however (for 
me), an unusually bad cold and sore throat, 
and I cannot speak much. 

" I do not know that I have anything to 
add to what I wrote in my last letter, except 
a fresh expression of good wishes and good 
auguries of success. 

" I had not the pleasure of p'^rsonally know- 
ing Father Clarke, so that I cannot appreciate, 
as you can, his superior merits. But if you 
can get sufficient historical or biographical 
facts and personal traits into your book it 
must prove interesting. 

*' The edification of his example is what 
people will desire, not any individual person's 
admiration of his virtues. 
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'' To make it a book of new characteristic 
portraiture get a publisher, and you will not 
want for readers. — God bless you ! " 

My present reminiscences belong only to the 
last years of Father Tracy Clarke's useful 
career. I can nfiver forget him. He was so 
great a master of the spiritual life, that one's 
heart seemed bared by the strong and clear 
lights that guided his judgments. 

As Master of the novices of " that wonder- 
ful Society," thrown as he was for so many 
years with all sorts of dispositions and 
characters, he had acquired, besides what 
was liis own natural gift, greater discernment 
by Lis vast experience. Thus with the power 
of genius, added to strong piety, he made 
allowances according to the dispositions and 
the circumstances of persons, and what was 
wanting on their part his own charity 
supplied. 

**He was not only a man of very superior 
attainments," said one who knew him well, 
** but was also possessed of exceeding kind- 
ness of heart, and as a spiritual guide gained 
one's utmost confidence. In his society and 
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conversation those intimately acquainted with 
him took great delight. He was of a most 
generous and ardent disposition, but was, 
nevertheless, a man of great prudence and 
circumspection, and would never act without 
mature deliberation. He was very warmly 
attached to the Society, whose institutions 
and principles he thoroughly apprehended 
and developed to others with a clearness and 
fertility of illustration which left his hearers 
nothing to desire.** Thus wrote one on his 
death, little imagining it would ever be read 
by other eyes than mine. 

Father Tracy Clarke was said to be one of 
the most interesting speakers that men ac- 
customed to high eloquence had listened to. 
What he said bore the stamp of genius, and 
always came from the heart. Although he 
suffered from ill-health generally — at times 
very severely — his energy of character was 
seldom so overcome by it as to let it interfere 
with the discharge of his duties. With his 
rare intellect he possessed, too, those fine and 
deep feelings that belong but to few. 

He was truly modest and poor in his attire, 
but without singularity. On one occasion he 
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told me that he thought it was better to cover 
his Boman collar in visiting a Protestant 
house, and had purposely put on a wrapper. 
This was a curious one, as it had been bought 
for him by a poor person who had but little 
insight into the Eev. Father's character and 
tastes. **It is too gay," he said, *'but as it 
is of no consequence I shall wear it on." At 
his return from Montrouge, his hat was said 
to have been a perfect curiosity. The doctor, 
who was attending me, met with him in one 
of his visits, and inquired of me who he was. 

" A truly good man," I said. 

"You need not tell me that," was the 
speech of the doctor ; " he looks it." 

On informing Father Tracy Clarke how 
kind and unselfish my medical attendant was, 
the good Father observed, 

** I know many young men who will leave 
their cigars on the first cloud." 

He disliked display of all sorts in others, 
and avoided notice of any description himself. 
I have before my memory his unworldly 
appearance as he opened the door to me at 
Hill Street on the day of the " Grand Bazaar." 
It seemed such a striking contrast to tha 
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forms in that Vanity Fair. His old religious 
black gown^ bis boots, his thin hands religiously 
folded — everything about him quite dissimilar 
from even the faintest portrait of the man of 
the world. I told him that I had called to see 
his Beverence, as I was certain he would be at 
home, and not where I had been, at the bazaar. 
He was so affable and courteous that I felt a 
sense of deep repose in his presence. Indeed, 
this was the spirit of that religious house, 
where I always met with kindness, and was 
edified by the devoted soldiers of the Gross, 
from time to time stationed there, but who 
were ready to push on to the remotest corner 
of the earth, when obedience required this 
sacrifice of them. 

I have heard the Bev. Fathers speak of 
the immense energy and ductility that Father 
Tracy Clarke possessed. Those who best 
knew what labour is, wondered how he could 
get through in the course of a day the work 
that they have known him to have done. His 
novices became singularly attached to him, 
entertaining a high. appreciation of his rare 
gifts as well as an affectionate regard for 
himself. 
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When there was a question of parting with 
this one or that as unsuited, he would not 
unfrequently turn faint-hearted, and rather 
leave execution to be done by the higher 
superiors. On more than one occasion on 
leaving him scenes of tears have been wit- 
nessed. The hour was fast approaching for 
himself to count the billows. For some time 
he seemed to be like a pilgrim ** standing on 
the sands of the sea, with his eyes directed 
towards One Who was approaching to bear 
him away." He had turned his back upon the 
world. In fact, he had forsaken what he had 
never known. To him it was but a dreary 
region at best. No wonder that he was 
longing to meet those of his Society in heaven, 
whom S. Teresa saw in one of her visions, 
with banners of white above their heads ; 
saints and martyrs, who had been contented 
to be portrayed as the world willed ; to whom 
vast spaces, all but unexplored, or the most 
civilised cities on the globe, **the accursed 
land," with its ferocious inhabitants and 
insufferable heat, or ** the land of the 
cypress and myrtle," where beauteous skies 
glow on guttering waters, would have been 
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much the same — ^banishment alike. So with 
Father Tracy Clarke : it was not his favourite 
mountain scenery, his love of being alone with 
God and nature's God, but it was that the 
desire of the everlasting hills should come. 
His ardent soul was panting to appear in the 
presence of the Beloved of his pure heart. I 
felt this to be the case, and I held my peace. 
It required no discernment to perceive that 
he was ill ; his incessant work was then telling 
upon him. Is it not suflScient to say that he 
had been for many years Master of the novices 
to know what manner of life he had led ? Too 
modest to speak of or listen to anything con- 
cerning himself, he expected reserve to be 
observed by others in his regard ; but with 
my outspoken mind, I used to reiterate that 
the old story of overwork would be stopped 
short, and implored him to go for a holiday. 
I might as well have asked him to offer him- 
self as Provincial. 

He not unfrequently wept in speaking of 
our blessed Saviour's sufferings, as though 
the events of that divine life had been but as 
yesterday, and from the sixth to the ninth 
hour there was darkness still over the land. 
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hiding the face of One on Whom the sun 
refused to look again, for the sun shall be 
turned into darkness, and the moon into 
blood, when the Son of man will return 
again. He was truly yearning to see Him. 

On leaving Beaumont Lodge, he told some 
one that he *'was about going to a place 
where he must prepare for his death." His 
whole life had been a preparation. The 
touching letter of his venerable mother, ad- 
dressed to the proprietor of " The Universe," 
with which I was favoured, in speaking of her 
son's childhood, says, — 

*' MsLDBuii House, KiLBEaaAN, 

'* July Uth, 1862. 

" Sib, — The very beautiful article respecting 
my dear departed child, which I have been 
just reading in your paper of the 12th inst., 
has afforded me the greatest consolation, and 
brought to my memory my child's great piety 
from his earliest infancy to the period he left 
me for Stonyhurst. 

"He received his first commimion much 
earlier than other children, and as I knelt by 
his side, I was much affected to see hiuv 
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During the last year of his life I often went 
to see him, and he as often thanked me for 
my visits. He was of such a grateful dis- 
position, and so truly humble, that he never 
thought it was a privilege to see him. 

With an inspiration or foreknowledge of 
events, which is sometimes given to God's 
s^rants, Father Tracy Clarke seemed full of 
deep sympathy, full of sadness, in respect to 
triistls that somehow he perceived awaited me. 
How many, he thought, might have been self- 
imposed, how many of Egyptian burdens laid 
upon his penitent by others in the heat of 
this weary day ! No matter, he did his best 
to cheer me. 

I told him my life since my conversion had 
been a tragedy. He said nothing at the time, 
but he remembered it, and in one of his 
simple and plainly- worded notes, he said : "I 
have been trying to come to the truth of *the 
tragedy ' you tell me, that you are wishing 
to turn into * comedy.' In * tragedy ' there 
is generally some serious event, amounting to 
blood-shedding. I have not been able to 
ascertain this, so I prefer your keeping to 
comedy.'* 
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Speaking of the venerated Father James 
BrownbiU, I said, " There is nobody like him." 

•' You are quite right," he replied ; '* there 
is nobody like him.*' 

I had told Father Tracy Clarke that 
when Father BrownbiU was Eector at Farm 
Street, and overwhelmed with work, I never 
saw him lose his patience for a moment. 
He gave to everybody alike his individual 
attention, who needed it. He was most meek, 
always the same ; whatever he did, he did 
perfectly; and, as one who knew him from 
childhood said, " In him is every virtue." 

"It is all true of him," Father Tracy 
observed; *' but don't fret about Father Brown- 
biirs illness ; believe me, his constitution is 
radically good, and I think he will live many 
years." 

The last time I went to confession to Father 
Tracy Clarke, he took infinite pains with me. 
He was all patience and kindness. He re- 
peated the Act of Contrition three separate 
times, and, oh, how he said it ! saying, as I 
have mentioned, "It will do you and myself 
«ood." 

As I was leaving, he stopped me by these 



Cardinal Wiseman* 97 

words : "I have something to say to you, 
as we shall not meet again." I knelt, all 
attention, with deep and sorrowful mis- 
givings. He did not speak. At last I 
asked him if he was going from Farm Street. 
He still kept silence for a few seconds; he 
was in prayer, no doubt. " I have received a 
warning of my death,'' at last he said, " with 
one of those mental convictions, which speak 
to us unmistakably that it will be soon." 
Holy exile ! I listened to him with all my 
soul, as he went on : ^* Let me say a few 
parting words to you. When all seems dark 
before you, and you feel as one abandoned, 
take courage ; take courage, poor timid soul. 
Oh, trust Him; trust Him! My prayers 
have done nothing for you in this world, but 
they will be given for you in another. May 
God bless you ! God. bless you ! " He made the 
sign of the Cross slowly, with great solemnity. 
He wafted his blessing, as I softly opened the 
massive door that divided him from me, and 
closed on us both for ever in this world. I 
hope that I have that blessing still. It 
seemed to hover over me as I wended my way 
into the drear, drear street. I did not r^^jassxs^ 

7 
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in the church, as I should have to say one 
prayer. Why did I not go back to his con- 
fessional, and make it there ? Why did I not 
improve such an occasion, and ask for di- 
rections for the rest of my life, and implore 
him to ask for graces to persevere ; but no, I 
left him : '' death in life " was in the Church, 
and the Bride was making herself ready above. 
I took no note of the gay dresses, nor of 
the poor garments in dusky London. Those 
who passed were but shadows to me. I saw 
but a white robe in the place of penance; 
heard nothing but the tones of an earnest 
voice of blessings and farewells. After a long 
walk I at last reached home. I wept for the 
first time then ; and over the great sea that 
was to roll between this good Father and 
myself there was One Whom I was to trust, 
though tossed upon the waves of other waters 
leas mysterious, less distant, less lonely, but 
not, oh ! not like that which hat 



** Borne, now singly, now in fleets, the biers to thee, 
Cahn laud beyond the soa." 

The next week I heard that the ominous 
word "Absent'* was on his confessional. Then 
I went daily to the house to inquire concerning 
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him. "He will never forget that,'* wrote one 
to me, to whom the fact of his illness was 
communicated. Indeed, he did not, for he 
wrote me a note, begging me ** not to over- 
fatigue " myself. It was all kindness, but 
there was, as regarded myself, nothing cheer- 
ing in it. How could it be to me ? A few 
more days of anxious waiting, and whilst the 
wind and the rain were beating against the 
windows of the church in Farm Street, we 
were asked to pray for him in his agony. 
During that time the organ was pealing. As 
it ceased, and the bell told his requiem and 
our loss, the busy crowd outside knew not 
what a great man had fallen that day in Israel, 
what a holy soul had gone to its rest. 

His sufferings were intense, but still Sir 
Thomas Watson, who was one of the physi- 
cians in attendance, told me that "there was 
nothing to prevent his recovery.'' And on 
one occasion, when the doctors had been, the 
Brother said, "Father, the doctors are giving 
a more favourable opinion, and think you are 
getting better." He made answer, " Oh, dear 
•Brother, we must not be too fond of life and 
getting better." 

7 * 



100 Scraps from my Scrap-Book. 

Father Tracy Clarke could have said, " I 
have a secret to tell thee, Brother. I have 
for my lover an angel of God, who, with great 
jealousy, watches over my body, which will 
soon be with the dews of death upon it, that 
I may be with Lazarus, once a beggar.*' 

When his Director was about to give him 
extreme unction, and asked if he had anything 
on his mind to say in private, " Oh no ! " he 
said ; '^ I have nothing on my conscience, but 
perhaps I may have been a little too anxious 
for death." 

He retained his senses to the last. One 
who had the consolation to be with him was 
greatly edified by seeing him blessing himself 
and everybody about him, at hearing him 
pronounce the Holy Name till he could speak 
no more, and to witness that when his mortal 
eyes could not discern the crucifix, he was in 
the most fervent prayer till he fell asleep in 
the midst of the community about him. 

The Eev. Fathers thought that he never 
looked more venerable and priestly than when, 
after death, he was laid out in his white alb, 
his black chasuble, maniple, and stole ; for 
the majesty of death was over him who 
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was resting in the arms of '* the Resurrection 
and the Life." There was no memento of 
him to be had. One of the Society told me 
that he doubted whether he had left '* as much 
as a little medal; he practised the virtue 
of holy poverty to such a degree.'* Ay, in 
spirit and in truth, that in a world of blessed- 
ness and of glory he might be "crowned," as 
the High Priests of old, with majestic attire, 
vested after the directions of God. 



Loving converts as he did. His Eminence 
was greatly annoyed by an article in the 
*' Saturday Review," in which it stated *' that 
he would willingly throw back to Protestan- 
tism every convert except one." To this he 
alludes in the letter to me, addressed — 

** Bboadstaibs, 

" Nov. 19th, 1863. 

"My Deab Daughter in Christ, — Many 
thanks for your kind inquiries, and send the 
same to your brother with my sincerest blessing, 
and the assurance that, by the divine good- 
ness, I am much better for my few weeks' retreat 
in this quiet but healthy little watering-place. 
I feel as if God was pleased to grant me another 
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respite, to see if I will try to do some good, 
and to repair my past worthlessness. The old 
tree has been again spared, in hopes that it 
may bear some fruit. We are in the agonies 
of packing up, for to-morrow we return to 
London; and as I brought out a complete 
household, including horses, and consequently 
coachman, &c., you nmy suppose there is 
plenty to do. 

'' I fear I have been selfish in confining all 
my letter to myself, and not expressing my 
sympathy with you both in your illness and 
your recovery. I am glad to do so now that 
all is favourably ended. 

" As to the abominable expression attributed 
to me by the ' Saturday Review,' that I would 
' willingly throw back to Protestantism every 
convert except one,* I gave it a formal con- 
tradiction, as a vile slander, some weeks ago 
in the two Catholic papers. You can easily 
get the 'Weekly Register*, with the contradic- 
tion in large type, before the leader. — God 
bless you ! 

"N. Cardinal Wiseman." 



LETTERS OF HIS GRACE ARCHBISHOP MANNING 
AND THE VERY REV. DR. NEWMAN, ON THE 
REPORT THAT THEY WERE ABOUT TO RE- 
TURN TO PROTESTANTISM. 






'^vilj^HE following letters of His Eminence 
1^ Cardinal Manning, and of the Very Eev. 
Dr. Newman, now presented to the reader, 
were in answer to communications which I 
ventured to address to them, on having 
been informed that they were actually about 
to return to Protestantism, by a clergyman 
of the Church of England, whose letter on 
the subject I forwarded to His Eminence 
and afterwards to Dr. Newman : — 

** St. Mary's, Batswateb, 

** ApHl lethy 1859. 

'* I AM much obliged by your telling me of 
my expected return to Protestq,ntism. It is 
not the fiLrst time I have heard of it, and I 
always hear it with a kind of consolation, for 
nobody would take so much trouble about so 
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nnimportant a person, if in some way I were 
not bearing a witness to the Truth ; and also 
it gives me the joy of saying that, from the 
hour that I submitted to the Divine Voice, 
which speaks through the one only Catholic 
and Roman Church, I have never known so 
much as a momentary shadow of doubt pass 
over my reason or my conscience. I could as 
soon believe two and two made five, as that 
the Catholic Faith is false, or Anglicanism is 
true. 

'' I inclose a little paper which may explain 
what I have not time to write. 

" If the clergyman who made this will be so 
kind as to communicate to me the grounds on 
which he made it, I shall be happy to see 
him. I cannot suppose that he said so grave 
a thing lightly, as it would be a serious act. 

" Believe me, with sincere hope and prayer 
that all dear to you may be brought into this 
only way of life, always yours faithfully, 

" H. F. Manning." 



** Thx Oratobt, Birmingham, 

"Jj)nZ18<^1869. 

" I SUPPOSE Dr. Manning's account of the 
iter 18 the right one. It ittil^A^^ the 
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judgment, feelings, and imagination of Pro- 
testants, to know that religious men have 
deliberately, and at a great sacrifice, acted on 
the conviction that Protestantism is not a safe 
religion to live in or to die in. It is a great 
dijBSculty in their way. And the fact of this 
deliberate sacrifice on the part of men now 
alive is urged against them by others, and^ 
unsettles those whom they wish to keep con- 
tented in Protestantism, The consequence 
is, that they are always hoping that Dr. 
Manning and I may come back; and from 
wishing and hoping, they proceed to maintain 
that it is likely; and those who hear them say 
that it is likely, misinterpret them, on account 
of their own similar hopes and wishes, and say 
that it is to be expected ; and then the next 
hearer says that it is a fact, which is soon to 
be, for he has heard of the expectation on the 
best authority; and then the next hearer 
says that he has the first authority for saying 
that Dr. Manning or Dr. Newman is coming 
back in the course of the next few months. 
And then, lastly, some one perhaps puts into 
the newspapers that he knows a person who 
was told by Dr. Newman himself that he had 
discovered the unreality ox \i^'Ci^\i<2i"^'^ '^^^ 
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Bomanism, and meant to retam in the course 
of April, May, or June, to the bosom of the 
Establishment. 

"Thus only can I account for the most 
absurd, and utterly unfounded, reports which, 
ever since I have been a Catholic, have been 
spread abroad about the prospect of my return 
from the Mother of Saints to the City of 
Confusion. — ^Very faithfully yours, 

" John H. Newman. 

" You nmy make what use you will of this 
letter." 

I sent these letters to the clergyman, and 
they were returned, accompanied by a polite 
note of thanks for allowing them to be read ; 
in which note, however, was the following 
sentence : — 

" I am sorry, for these gentlemen's own 
sakes, that the reports have not proved to be 
correct.** 

It is not long since the Protestant clergy- 
man has himself submitted to the Church. 




S. JOHN THE BAPTIST. 

"And he sent, and beheaded John in the prison.. .And 
his disciples came and took the body, and went and told 
Jesus."— S. Matt. xiv. 10, 12. 

Thbt spake to the heart of their SaYioar God, 
As thoy told of His Messenger's doom. 

How the warfare was o'er — the desert trod. 
The prison exchanged for the tomb. 

He was a burning and shining light, 

A flame from the heavenly throne, 
Who gave to his Maker a song in night, 

When He bore our griefs alone. 

The song was hushed, but to sound again 

When the time of singing's come. 
When the clouds return not after rain, 

And the wanderer reaches home. 

They bore the corse from the martyr's cell. 

Entombed it with tears of woe, 
'Twas the mantle left they loved so well. 

Though blood-stained its native snow. 

To Christ they came with their bitter grief, 
Every sigh thus breathed was prayer ; 

For sighs are speech, and tears relief, 
Wept in His listening ear. 
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They spake of death to the Lord of Life, 

Of the past : He knew it all — 
The banner His that raised the strife, 

And cansed the warrior's fall. 

Not a reed was he shaken by the blast 
Which swept o*er his mighty soul, 

Bat faithfol and true to the First and the Las! 
He spumed the spumer's control. 

Knight of the Cross, in armour bright, 
He stood by his Chief Most High ; 

Valiant for truth in victorious fight, 
Lo ! his victory was to die. 

When the sentence came in midnight hour, 
As a hero he yielded his breath, 

And in great Elijah's spirit and power, 
Traversed the waters of death. 

By a whirlwind he went to his holy rest. 
O'er the red through the stormy wave ; 

His austere life was his password blest — 
The pass word of the brave. 

** Thus the blush of the early morning dies 
In the blaze of the risen sun, 
Betires the day-star to the skies," 
When its radiant task is done. 

His footsteps are marked on the sandy way. 

The way to the pilgrim given. 
Yet the least in the garb of the bridal day 

Surpasses this saint in heaven. 



THE GRAVE OP THOMAS BEAUFORT, DUKE OF 

EXETER. 

'EELING in the sombre mood of one 




who, having been accustomed to the 
great metropolis, becomes suddenly sensible 
of the transition from the over-vitality of 
London to the dull quiet of a country town, I 
determined on a solitary stroll, and turning 
from the " Angel " at Bury- S. -Edmund's, and 
the merry fancy that the immortal Pickwick 
had once honoured it with his inimitable pre- 
sence, I bent my steps towards the noble abbey- 
gate that immediately faced me. In remem- 
bering that this was the principal entrance to 
the far-famed monastery, which was said to 
have been in itself a city of unparalleled gran- 
deur and beauty, it appeared to me as if the 
illuminated scrolls of buried centuries were 
unrolled before my eyeB. li\kft Q\JciSt^\i^^'i'?^> 
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I stood to admire a few exquisite specimens 
of ancient workmanship, congratulating my- 
self that there was no guide to chip the 
remains of some fluted pillars and groined 
arches that the unsparing hands of the 
Reformers have not entirely destroyed. This 

• 

noble fabric was probably left by the wasting 
storm that broke over that royal abbey, and 
changed it from the grandest structure in 
Europe to a forsaken ruin. A dull, leaden 
sky beyond the paneless but beautiful windows 
threw additional gloom over the scene ; and 
whUst Ustening to the flapping of the trees 
rustling the ivied tapestry that fills up some 
dreary spaces, methought that strange tones 
of sadness mingled with the deep sobs of the 
autumn wind. TwiUght shadows hung around 
— grey hues of ashes, which nature and high 
art bestow on age, and venerable objects, 
softly as moonlight veilmg their former 
beauty, and hiding its decay. There was 
such a sepulchral-like atmosphere about that 
forlorn place — such saintly shadows, imagina- 
tion-shaped, stealing into the empty niches, 
oratories in themselves — that I started on 
hearing a heavy tread approaching. 
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'* Fine old gateway," said a voice in broad 
Suffolk ^dialect, " wonderful fine — 'rected in 
th' yeour 1877. Turrets ris fourteen feet 'bove 
the top once. Them hollows,*' continued the 
man, following his everyday lesson, *' are 
larger than they fare. Statics of saints, 
Bomish gods, s'^DOsed to have stood there. 
Portions was better understood in them dark 
ages than they be now. This here portico 
stands seventy-two feet high, and measures 
sixty-two deep. Arms of Edward Confessor, 
Holland, Duke of Exeter, Brotherton, West- 
minster, with them of England, were once 
blazoned on the walls, as ye may see. If 
yeour mind to walk in the 'tanny* gardens, 
sixpence please to me.'* 

It was pleasant to be in daylight again, .to 
breathe the fresh air once more, to wander 
about for awhile, and forget that the fast 
fleeting year was preparing for its eternal 
retreat. Scarlet geraniums, a variety of 
dahlias, petunias, and other annuals, with 
some old-fashioned flowers, of which, like a 
few dear and familiar faces, we can never 
grow weary, greeted one everywhere. Eich 

* BotanicaL 
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was the breath of heliotrope — sweet were the 
leaves of summer's last roses falling on the 
beds of mignonette, fragrant the deep per- 
fame of the September violet that was incens- 
ing the mossy stones. There were heaps of 
ruins which had been collected from time to 
time, and raised like tombs about the garden. 
Many of these were covered with creepers. 
Fragments of broken columns, and of Gothic 
aisles, belonging to that stately monument of 
a former age, were here mouldering away. 
Now and then faces representing saints, under 
whose shielding grace the dead reposed, 
peeped through a grave of flowers. These 
frail coronals contrasted strangely with the 
halo which, kindled by imearthly fire, is 
always represented as bummg around their 
sacred and beatific heads by that power of 
genius which gave to ancient art an almost 
unearthly character. 

I sat down on the low and broken wall of 
the old chapter-room, where the monks were 
wont to accuse themselves of their faults, and 
also to decide the most important events in 
their religious life. 

Was this indeed the burial-place of S. 
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Edmund the royal martyr — the spot which 
our East Anglo-Saxon kings and former 
monarchs used to visit with so much devo- 
tion? Did Canute and other anointed 
sovereigns offer up their crowns on that 
grassy ground before me ? Was it here ? 
Surely it was not this ruined pile that Her- 
mann, the monkish chronicler^ once had 
likened to the temple of Solomon in the time 
of its ancient glory? In the smooth walk 
yonder, where pride and presumption scarcely 
deign to tread, has royalty deemed it once a 
privilege, in a recollected and reverent spirit, 
to pace ? Have the Confessor's sandalled and 
holy feet wearily pressed this earth indeed ? 
Had that illustrious saint, to whom the richest 
foundations and the most magnificent of 
structures in the kingdom owe so much, who 
dispensed his inexhaustible charity in so 
exalted a manner, kissed this same earth 
indeed ? Came he here, as a lowly pilgrim, 
" many a time and oft," who had granted to 
the Abbey the town of Mildenhall, besides 
several villages, with their produce and 
royalties? Ah, it is hard to realise this; 
and that Bichard I. visited this spot as a 

8 



114 Scraps from my Scrap-Book. 

pilgrim, too, previoas to his departure to the 
Holy Land ; and that on his return from the 
cnisade, the brave Coenr-de-Lion offered up 
the costly standard of Isaac, King of Gyprns, 
in all the splendonr of the ancient and Roman 
ritual, uncrowning his chivalrous biows — 
there — ^there. What would Edward I. have 
felt, could a vision have foreshadowed to him 
the desolation before me, during one of those 
thirteen visits which he paid to S. Edmund's 
Abbey? Yes, it is no dream that this was 
once a memorable place to the Plantagenets, 
though the porphyry altar has been destroyed 
whereon Cardinal Langton and the Barons 
laid their hands, on S. Edmund's festival 
(the 20th of November, 1215), and swore, so 
help them God, to have the charter of their 
rights from John, affixing the sign of the 
sacred cross before each noble name, to stamp 
the deed a solemn vow. Where children are 
sporting with the butterfly, was Henry in. 
seized with his last illness, when a penitential 
voice whispered in the monarch's ear: 
** Memento, Homo, quia pulvis es, et in put- 
verem reverteris.^* Yes, near that lonely 
building, which the swallows are about to 
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forsake, Edward II. kept his birthday with 
great ceremony, Edward III. remained a 
guest for weeks, and Eichard II. and his 
queen were entertained with royal hospitality. 
It was there, too, that Henry VI. stayed for 
months, where many parliaments were con- 
vened, to which our country is ixidebted for 
most of its noble privileges, institutions, and 
laws. It is, therefore, no marvel that its 
abbots held the right of coinage, when the 
princes of the people thus assembled within the 
cloister, whilst the poor were received as the 
representatives of the Man of Sorrows, and 
every passing stranger was entertained with 
reverence, lest an angel should be slighted 
unawares. " Look at Bury then, and look at 
Bury now," whispered a weeping voice to me. 
What have become of the rare and beautiful 
marbles that in those days of tedious travel- 
ling were brought, at the expense of so much 
labour and trouble, from Eome ? Its antique 
and fine Gothic font, we know, was rescued 
from the wreck, and is now standing in the 
church of Worlingham. The brass effigies 
were sacrilegiously torn from tombs of the 
greatest antiquity, and sold, m \^\.^ ^<^^ "v^^ 

8* 
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private benefit of the churchwardens. In 
the reign of Edward YI. the sacramental 
vessels that escaped the plunder of the Eefor- 
mation were likewise sold, together with two 
crosses which were valued at £480. A 
curious letter in the Cotton Library contains 
a visitor's report, just before the dissolution 
of the Abbey, in which he says : *' Pleaseth it 
your lordship to be adveysed, That wee have 
ben at Sajmt-Edmund's Bury, where wee 
found a riche shryne which was verye cum- 
berous to deface. Wee have takyn in the 
Beyd monastry, in gold and silver, MMMMM. 
marks" (5,000) ''and above; as well as a 
riche crosse with emeralds, as also dyvers and 
sundry stones of great value, and yet we have 
lefte the churche very well furnished." This 
letter goes on to say, that as there ''hathe 
ben great deaths in the towne, they would 
delay a further searche therein untyle your 
pleasure be knowne there. And this presant 
day wee depart from Bury toward Ely, and 
wee assure your lordship, the Abbot, and 
convent, be verye well contented with every 
ihinge that wee have done, as knoweth 
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The fairy-like fountain, with its twenty- 
four elegant columns, was quickly demolished, 
and soon was its finely-paved basin covered 
with grass. But the massive gates of brass, 
the lofty towers, and the strong fortress-lite 
walls of that stately edifice which have only 
recently given labourers a week's hard work 
to break a window through a part of the 
ruined church, in order to convert a stable- 
into a will-court, — how could such rocks as^ 
these be broken up ? 

An aged inhabitant of the town described! 
to me the beauty of the ruins before the 
Botanic Gardens were made. When the 
aisles were long and green the side chapels 
inight be easily traced, and some tombs and 
slabs were left near to an empty space where 
the vanished altars once stood. It was 
affecting to hear the almost inspired plan of 
the foundation of this now forlorn pile, 
minutely delineated by one whose memory, 
impaired by age, could retain but little else. 
Why was the mind thus impressed with this 
old Catholic ruin, that it appeared to it as 
vividly midst all its desolation, as some vision 
of youth that somehow will return, though 
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darkness is upon the face of the great deep 

Time? 

♦ # * •» i» ♦ 

The evening sun is streaming through the 
windows of S. Mary's, where '* lies the man 
whom Bury owned its Lord and Abbot : his 
name John, bom at Melford, in Suffolk, his 
family and father called Beeves. He was 
intrepid, prudent, learned, affable, upright, 
and a lover of his vow and his religion, who, 
when he had seen the 81st of the reign of 
Henry VIH., died the March following. May 
Ood spare his soul ! 1540." 

Thus runs his epitaph, which was formerly 
inscribed in Latin. In S. Mary Overy's lie 
his. ancestors. The Abbot's tomb was dis- 
covered in 1711, and this sacred resting-place 
of the dead broken open in order to make 
room for one " Sutton," a purser of a ship ; 
and as if there was no other space left in the 
town, on the Lord Abbot's body the corpse 
was placed. The Beverend Father was found 
in full pontificals, shrouded in the sacerdotal 
habit of a Benedictine abbot. 

At the dissolution, no irregularity is said 
to have been met with at this abbey. The 
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only charge brought against this Abbot was, 
that he passed too much' of his time at his 
country-seat, which was probably but a place 
of religious retirement. He was reduced to 
the most humiliating resignation of his abbey 
that was ever known. The mitre proved 
indeed but a crown of thorns, and the crozier 
but a reed of suffering to him. He surren- 
dered to Henry Vin. on one dreary November 
day, 1589, and died of a broken heart, at a 
house where the Reverend Abbot could behold 
his beloved abbey, a few months afterwards, 
as we have seen. It was not alone the 
devastation that had been made in his own 
churches, but the universal sacrilege, which 
caused his death. Perhaps his tears may be 
excused, when we remember that the Son of 
God, on beholding afar off the destruction of 
Jerusalem, also wept, and He that named it 
was troubled, " and seeing the city. He wept 
over it." 

Round the grand Norman tower the rooks 
are cawing. Hark, it chimes ! that old clock 
strikes an hour. Near the same old bell now 
tolling for the dead its sad tong, tong, that 
rang the curfews, tolled the Abbot's funeral 
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knell, and the doom of S. Edmund's Abbey ; 
and from age to age this very — 

' ' Conyent bell was ringing, 
But mournfully and slow, 
From its grej, square turret swinging. 
With a deep soond to and fro/* 

for divers of our Anglo-Saxon kings, Adeliza, 
the Conqueror's daughter, Nigel her brother ; 
the Norman Earls of Richmond ; Mary Tudor, 
sister to Henry VIIL, Queen of France, 
widow of Louis XII., and afterwards wife to 
her first lover, Brandon, Duke of Suffolk ; 
as well as for many learned monks and 
illustrious pilgrims who were entombed within 
those lofty walls. 

Whilst I was recalling some of the events 
which were connected with this ancient 
abbey, *' exempt, as S. Edmund's, from inter- 
dicts and excommunications which might be 
laid upon the rest of England," two lovers, 
who were evidently strangers to the scene, 
seated themselves beneath a pall of ivy near 
to me. The golden light of a weeping sunset 
coloured the ruins ; like their love, it only 
served to heighten the dreariness of this 
melancholy place. Yet the hours seemed not 
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to be growing grey to them, nor the spot to 
call up the memory of other years. Some- 
times they appeared to feel the weighty 
stillness, then to catch the low requiem dirge 
of the autumn wind — but no ! it was but the 
deep tone of their spirits' voice that they 
were heeding. Over the monastic bower of 
death they threw a moonlight glow, impart- 
ing to it a sadness that one could not explain. 
The young man tried to get a fragment of 
the old wall, which is still so strong that the 
task is difficult to accomplish ; whilst the fair 
girl gathered some tall grass, and as she 
afterwards broke a plumy bough of "travel- 
ler's joy," it covered her with a shower of 
tears, — the blasts of night had wreathed it 
for her, more like a monumental than a bridal 
wreath. What strange superstitions at times 
creep over us, as to our own, and in regard to 
another's destiny ! Down, superstition, down ! 
— gain a distraction, and divert your wild 
fancy. Look at the sunny beam flitting 
through the chinks of the mossy wall, like 
unto hope entering a lonely cell ! Nature is 
BO peaceful now that we should enjoy the 
calm before she sends the ex^eei^^L ^\«rcs^* 
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Listen ! you may almost hear the spider 
weaving its weh, spin, spin, about the hoary 
room. Such repose reigns as mistress here, 
that even the shadows dancing on the grass, 
the mists breathing from the consecrated 
ground, the dew weeping on the leaves, and 
the twilight retiring with majestic paces to 
meet the awful throne of night, have solemn 
tongues and voices of their own. 

The distant mirth of children has died 
away, so has the echo of the heavy tread of 
the labourer. There is nothing left to make 
one start but bats darting from their drowsy 
sleep, and the dead leaves that are rustling 
on the reedy grass. 

The lover was whispering in the ear of his 
beloved, and her eyes showed the power of 
his words, for they kindled with a light which 
tears welled up to quench. Such delicate 
hands as were hers, felt too — ay, till their 
slender fibres touched her soul ; but not with 
passionate throbs, but with feeling's fearful 
thrill. Her ears drank in the sound of his 
low tones, and the delicate frame trembled as 
the strings of a harp when its music has 
ended. Yet that fair being, who had seated 
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herseK again under the sombre canopy, looked 
more like unto the description of a novelist's 
nun than a bride elect — ^not a real cloistered 
maiden, who is ao happy in her celestial love 
of undying constancy that it seems to cover 
her as the veil that graces her consecrated 
head. What was the mystery about these 
strangers, and apparently concerning myself 
in their regard ? Why, it must surely be the 
overpowering influence of this place. 

The mists were rising from the earth like 
ghosts who were warning us to depart ; be- 
sides, it was too damp and chilly to sit longer 
— too romantic, and too late. The lovers 
passed through a broken vegetating wall to 
explore the meadows beyond, where cattle 
are grouped about in nature's own unrivalled 
manner. On they strolled through the long 
grass, over its cobwebs and nettles, no more 
minding its dampness than their tall shadows 
before them. They stood at length by the 
hoary withies, which are bowed by the storms 
of many years, seeking the last of the forget- 
me-nots, by the side of the dark and weedy 
ditch that is called the Eiver Lark, but 
which moire resembles the old ditch that 
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Canute caused to bo dug round the monastic 
lands. If they wander on a little farther they 
will see the bridge which was constructed by 
the sacristan of the Lord Abbot Anselm, in 
1146. Its solid buttresses stand like sentinels 
to defy attack. The iron gates that were 
placed by way of defence have been long 
since removed; there is nothing to defend 
now — no thoroughfare across it in these days, 
and the ivy clings to its beautiful Gothic 
arches like a fringed shroud, whilst stunted 
trees, wild brambles, and nettles claim alone 
the right of possession, forming all the land- 
scape that the shallow water reflects back. 
Springs and autumns return, and return again, 
but the hand of the reaper is never filled with 
the grass which covers that solitary path. It 
is more pleasant to visit during May the 
rural nursery-grounds, which were once the 
kitchen gardens of the monks, and to gather 
there a nosegay of white thorn, meadow- 
sweet, cowslips and dripping thyme, whilst a 
floating mass of torn boughs and dead leaves 
— ^the old year's raft — moves majestically 
through the rich fields, like the train of some 
faded and consumptive beauty midst the 
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trappings of a gay court. Yes, it is pleasant 
to muse in those mossy and violet-scented 
walks, to read under the sunny walls, listening 
to the cuckoos, till, weary of delicious perfumes 
and bright colours, yonder old buttress invites 
you to sit down where all is suggestive of 
ancient times. Bees hum and birds carol 
near you; wallflowers spring from your 
hoary pillow; like Jacob's, it was once an 
anointed altar, as the niche will tell you, 
from which a yew-tree springs. Eise ; hark ! 
another chime ! and I have only a short time 
left to discover where the narrow walk leads 
through the opposite meadow. 

As I passed through a little gate, a huge 
mass of ruin, resembling in shape a grotesque 
animal, half covered with green trappings, 
and fit object for a Druid's worship, attracted 
my notice. I had no leisure to examine it, 
and soon found that this walk led to the 
entrance of a picturesque-looking garden. As 
there was evidently a public communication 
between this property and the Abbey lands, I 
opened another gate, and walked to a tall 
column that immediately presented itself as 
the object of interest. Around it the claa^lsi^^ 
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ivy has clung for centuries, and in large cable 
twists has folded itself till, reaching the 
summit, and there crowning it by a dome of 
massive foliage, it falls in funereal drapery 
over it. Beneath the column, which originally 
formed part of a Gothic aisle of our Lady's 
Chapel, was placed an ancient stone coffin, 
with a narrow space for the head that had 
once rested there. A grander monument 
could not have been devised, nor one more 
suitable for a hero of antiquity. 

" Who art thou, son of night ? Narrow is 
thy dwelling now — dark the place of thine 
abode. With three steps I compass thy 
grave, thou who wast great before ! " 

On a slab fastened to the pillar the follow- 
ing is inscribed :— 

At the foot of this pillar lie reinterred the remains of 
THOMAS BEAUFORT, DUKE OP EXETER, 
Enight of the Garter, 
Second son of Old John of Oannt, time-honoored Lancaster. 
He was bom at Castle Beaufort, in France, from whence 
he took his name. He became High Chancellor and High 
Admiral of England, and filled other great offices of state. 
He commanded the rear-guard of his nephew. King Henry 
v., at the battle of Agincourt, and died at East Greenwich, 
Anno 1427, iBtat. 52. By his own desire he was bnried in 
this far-famed monastic chorch, 

** Whose mouldering ruins mark her fallen state.*' 
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'* In 1772, workmen, who were digging on 
the north side of this ancient church, found a 
leaden coffin containing the body of the Duke 
of Exeter, carefully wrapped up in cerecloth, 
and in the most perfect state of preservation, 
although since it was put under ground three 
hundred and fifty years had thus passed away. 
At that time one of the hands was obtained 
to show that the mode of preservation was 
almost equal to the Egyptian art of embalm- 
ing. It is now deposited in the Koyal College 
of Surgeons in London." It even appears 
that ''the features and lineaments of the face 
were perfect, having been covered over with a 
kind of mask of embalming materials, which 
came off, while the very colour of the eyes 
was distinguishable, the hairs of the head — 
brown, interspersed with some few grey ones 
— the nails as fast as on a living subject. 
The body measured about six feet, and was 
genteelly formed. The labourers, for the 
sake of the lead, which they sold for about 
fifteen shillings, stripped the body of its 
coffin, and threw it among the rubbish. A 
gentleman in the town, hearing of its wonder- 
ful preservation, made several incisiona iiL iSi<^ 
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corpse, and found it amazingly perfect. 
After these experiments his mangled remains 
were placed in a strong oak coffin, and buried 
eight feet deep." 

Thus the body of this noble chief, which 
had escaped un scarred at Agincourt, was, 
after centuries of rest in its English grave, 
mangled by his own countrymen. These 
remains, which time had so marvellously 
preserved, were accidentally rescued from the 
so-called " rubbish '* which once formed part 
of Exeter's favourite church. He was a great 
benefactor to S. Edmund's Abbey, and in his 
will desired that he might be buried beside 
his Duchess, who was Margaret, daughter of 
Sir Thomas Nevill. By her, Exeter had one 
son, who died young. It was reported at the 
time when the Duke's body was discovered, 
that the coffin of his wife was also found. 
This rumour appears to have been without 
foundation. Let us hope that her guardian 
angel protected it, and that her remains were 
permitted to rest undisturbed in her blessed 
and incensed grave. 

Poor heart, she slambers in her silent tomb ; 
Let her possess in peace that narrow room. 
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The pillar above the grave of Beaufort 
measures forty feet in height, forming part 
of one of the high arches of the twelve chapels 
which were attached to the principal abbatial 
church. In that superb edifice there were as 
many as 300 niches, and 280 windows. The 
church was consecrated by Agelnothus, Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury, and dedicated to Christ, 
His blessed Virgin Mother, and S. Edmund, 
on the feast of S. Luke, October 18th, 1082. 

The reader will remember that the Duke's 
mother, Katharine Swynford, was buried in 
the Cathedral of Lincoln, where an ancient 
slab is still read with interest, as follows, — 

Icy gist Dame Katherine, Dncliesse de Lancastre, jadis 
femme de la trds-noble Boy, Edourde le tierce, laqnelle 
Eatherine, mourt 10 jour da May, Pan de gr&ce MiU 
CCCG tiers de qneUe Alme. Dieu cy et Merci E pitee. 
Amen. 

Katharine Swynford was sister to the wife 
of Chaucer. Those who are fond of antiqua- 
rian research, are often struck to find how far 
removed from one another in death were they 
who were attached in life. It is probable 
that Katharine Swynford died at Lancaster, 
in the palace of John of Gaunt ; neverthe- 
ess, we wonder that she was not buried >Klib. 

9 
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liim or her sons. From Lingard we find that 
Swynford was '^ a knight's widow, and gover- 
ness of John of Gaant*s two daughters, by 
Blanche, the first Duchess. Constance died 
in 1894, and in 1396 the Duke married 
Swynford, after an illicit cohabitation of about 
twenty years, during which she had borne 
him three sons and one daughter, of the sur- 
name of Beaufort, from Beaufort Castle, in 
France, in which they were bom. This 
marriage was resented as a disgrace by the 
princes of the blood royal ; but Bichard II., 
to please his uncle, approved of it, legitimated 
the children, and raised the eldest son to the 
dignity of Somerset."* 

In old S. PauPs was buried John of Gaunt, 
where a Latin inscription on his tomb ran 
thuB — 

Hie in Domino abdonnivit Johannes GondaTeniif Vnlgo 
de Gannte, a Gandaro Flandrise nrbe, loco natali, ita de- 
nominatoH. Edwardie III. llegis Angli® filial a patre. 
Comitii liichmondis ; titnlo ornatua 2. Obiit Anno 22 
Uegid Bicliardi II.; Annoquc Domini, 1390. 

The rest only enumerates his titles, 
''before the sun retired from his eyes, and 
darkness dwelt about him." 

• "Hiatory of England," toI. It. p. 286. 




THOUGHTS AT STOKE POGES. 

ENEATH the east window of the pic- 
turesque and ancient little church of 
Stoke Poges, is a tomb in that graveyard, 
plain indeed, but of poetic interest to thou- 
sands, on which the following is inscribed : — 

In yaolt beneath are deposited, in the hope of a joyful 

resurrection, 

MARY ANTBOBUS. 

She died unmarried, aged 66, 

In same pious confidence beside her friend and sister, 

DoBOTHY Gbay, Widow, 

The careful and tender mother of many children, one of 

whom has the misfortune to suryive her.' 

She died March 11, 1753. 

Aged 67. 

A tablet on the church tells us that — 

Opposite to this stone, in the same tomb upon which he 

has so feelingly recorded his grief at the loss of a 

beloved parent, are likewise deposited 

The remains of 

THOMAS GBAY, 

Author of "Gray's Elegy." 

Buried Aug. 6, 1771. 

9* 
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Lightning is said to have damaged the slab, 
which green mould tinges and the ** whistling 
moss " borders, decking the last resting-place 
of one who was a tme lover of nature, even 
to her minntest trace. 

It was one evening in April when I visited 
Stoke. The yews — one of which is more than 
700 years old — ^were wet with recent showers, 
drops of which fell from " ragged elms," on 
the family monument of the Godolphin Os- 
bomes, and on the lowly beds alike around it. 
A fitful beam of the setting sun shone on the 
storied windows of the church, clothing the 
Blessed Virgin in gold, and the form of S. 
Edward the Confessor in purest rays. It 
darted down the dim aisle, falling like an un- 
earthly meteor upon a tomb of the fourteenth 
* centuiy, with effigies of Sir William Malyns 
and his wife. Then all was veiled again, and 
grey twilight filled the ancient rich triple 
sedilia with shadows of the past. The church, 
of Saxon structure, was dedicated to S. Giles ; 
its tower erected in the reign of Henry I. 

The name of " Poges " was probably derived 
from the Lords of Poges, who owned the 
manor in the reign of Edward III. Then it 
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passed into the Huntingdon family, and after 
some centuries came into the possession of 
the celebrated Penn, who caused the cenotaph 
of stone to be raised to Gray's memory. 
Penn, justly indignant at the non-appreciation 
of the poet, had inscribed on it — 

This monument, in honour of 

THOMAS GRAY, 

Was erected a.d. 1799, among the scenery celebrated by 

that great Lyric and Elegiac Poet. 

He died in 1771, 

And lies unnoticed in the adjoining churchyard, under the 

tombstone on which he piously and pathetically 
recorded the interment of his Aunt and lamented Mother. 

It is to be regretted, nevertheless, that 
there is wanting in the scenery **the ivy- 
mantled tower,'' as described in the Elegy. 

To Stoke Poges, Gray often retired. He 
who, in his day, was one of the most learned 
men in Europe, famiUar with elegant as with 
profound sciences, metaphysician, lover and 
judge of the Fine Arts, historian, poet, as well 
as a great antiquarian, delighted in the 
seclusion of this village, which of course was 
very different then from what it is now. Few 
were capable of entering into his distaste of 
academical gratifications ; hence k<^ ^^^^s^^ 
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ihonght sullen in his disposition. ** L'intelli- 
gence est comme ramoor, toujonrs accom- 
pagnee de donlenr, c*est qne ce n'est pas d*ici 
has, et tont ce qui est deplace doit sonffirir.** 
The Yoiee of a man like Gray cries from 
the desert, as Ossian*s bards ; '' their song is 
on the breeze of the rock/' sounding — 



" Like the thimdflr among fha mountains, 
Like the wind in the abbej towen.* 



n 



What was even Cambridge to Gray, that 
''lettered mnse''? He cared not for the 
laurel, who had growing in his tender heart 

" LoTe*f flowers that wiU not die." 

But even in the gardens* beautiful paths in 
which he had been walking, he was as one 
hatmting it in the night after the sun of life 
had set on Dorothy Gray. 

The Elegy is said to have taken seven yean 
in composing. Yet this highly finished, ex- 
quisitely pathetic strain is so supremely 
natural in its descriptive power that it is like 
the flow of inspiration rather than the care- 
fully prepared composition. 

When a curfew tolls, wherever we may be, 
it taikeB us to Stoke. It hushes our souls as 
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when the bird of night gives forth its melan- 
choly note. 

The brilliant capitals which he visited are 
forgotten; it is the glimmering landscape 
which is fading from our sight. 

By his touch of power he has given 
harmony and poetry to what before was dis- 
cordant. The ploughman's tread grates no 
more on ears refined, but is awaited as in 
harmony with English scenery the most 
tender. It is a very wand which strikes the 
ground, an harbinger of the majestic stillness 
that is to follow. The "lowing herd," the 
"moping owl'* complaining to the moon 
"from her ancient solitary bower/* "the beetle 
wheeling its droning flight," "the drowsy 
tinklings" which "lull the distant folds,*' each 
produces its effect in this truly national music 
of our land. To those whose hours of twi- 
light are long and lonely, this poem " most 
musical, most melancholy,** will touch re- 
sponsive chords. 

The robin had strewn a little pathway of 
dead leaves before its nest in a mossy aperture 
of an ancient wall. Its bright red breast was a 
strange contrast, I thought, to those wUkex^ 
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leaves, unless indeed it be, as tradition says, 
" the bird that was on Calvary dyed." Then 
let its nest be strewed before for ever thus, in 
memento of a death upon a tree that produces 
" such fruit, such flowers." 

Very near the church was Stoke House, 
which has vanished from the scene ; of which 
Gray wrote, — 

In Britai]i*8 Isle, no matter where, 

An ancient pile of building stands ; 
The Hnntingdons and Hattons there 

Employed the power of fairy hands, 
To raise the ceiling*8 ** fretted height," 

Each panel in achicTements clothing, 
Bich windows that exclude the light. 

And passages that lead to nothing. 

The house was approached by seven stately 
avenues, which were cut in the form of a 
star — it is to be hoped not in honour of that 
*' bright occidental one," Queen Elizabeth ; for 
in those rural shades Sir Christopher Hatton 
walked in the bitterness of his soul, when 
she insisted on an old debt of his being paid 
to herself, which ''so affected that man of 
singular learning and sensibility, that he took 
to his bed and died." Not the beautiful pros- 
pect seen from these avenues, nor the green 
meads, offered rest to him. 
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It is more than probable that Sir Edward 
Coke came into possession of this interesting 
property through his marriage with the 
widow of Sir Christopher Hatton. She, the 
rejected of Essex, the sister to Lord Burleigh, 
fled from Stoke House in one of her grievances, 
and was brought back by force to it, which 
led to her complaint against Coke to the 
Privy Council. But what will interest Catho- 
lics in this house is, that it was once occupied 
by Elizabeth Vaux, that heroic and pious 
lady who befriended the priests in the times 
of severe persecution during the reign, of 
James I. In the valuable Life of Father 
Gerard, by Father Morris, S. J., we find 
that ** after searching everywhere, there was 
something or other wanting to her wishes, 
but Stoke exactly corresponded with them/' 
"It was truly," we find iij an extract, *'a 
princely place, large and well-built, sur- 
rounded by gardens and orchards, and so far 
removed from other houses that no one could 
notice our coming in or going out." This 
house, we further learn, she took in payment 
of £1,500, and began to fit it up for the 
accommodation of priests, as well as to finish 
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the alterations before tbey remoyed thither ; 
" but," adds the holy writer, " man proposes, 
and God disposes as He wills, and for the true 
good of His elect.*' 

This house, apparently so desirable, was 
soon the object of curiosity. ^* The people 
in the country began to talk that she had 
taken the great house in order that she mi^t 
harbour priests in larger numbers, and with 
greater freedom because it was more priyate." 
And in this people were not far wrpng. For 
miles around there were spies who watched 
the different travellers who went in that 
direction, whom the Providence of God 
singularly guarded at one time. One day 
when it was all but surrounded, and every 
part narrowly watched, the justices of the 
peace had orders to search it, as it was a penal 
offence to harbour priests ; and from thence, 
on that occasion, Michael Owen, commonly 
called Little John, managed to escape. He who 
possessed such a great talent in constructing 
priests' hiding-places, had gone to Stoke for 
the purpose, only to be taken subsequently at 
Henlip, and after dreadful sufferings to be 
tortured to death at the Tower. "He had 
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saved," we are told, " the lives of hundreds of 
the clergy, and the estates of those who had 
received them. He was an honoured guest 
at Stoke, as elsewhere, for his ghostly Fathers 
declared that this, their faithful friend; had 
never been known to commit a mortal sin, 
nor anything that could be doubted as such, 
but that in him was every virtue." 

At Stoke, Hugh Sheldon was caught, *'whom 
they sent to prison at Wisbeach, and su1> 
sequently exiled, with many good priests.** 

As the Puritans said they would never 
suffer Elizabeth Yaux to live in peace, she 
was deterred from her charitable purpose of 
harbouring at Stoke those who wandered about 
tormented, ** of whom the world was not 
worthy," herself a veritable martyr to charity. 

The brutal and unjust manner in which 
Coke conducted the State trials against the in- 
nocent Father Garnett and others is sufficient 
in itself to cause no regret that the very 
ground was cleared of the residence wherein 
the unjust judge died. From his monument 
in the church we turn away in relief, to 
contemplate "the memory of the just, 
which is blessed." 



THE MIRACULOUS LITTLE STATUE AT THE 
CARMELITES' OF TOURNAI. 



«« 




They pay them a religiouB worship, as having been 
used in pestilences, as having wrought miracles, as having 
moved their eyes, or bowed their heads ; or, at least, as 
having been blessed by the priest, and been brought into 
connexion with invisible grace. This is superstitious, but 
it is reaL" — Newmam in *' Loss and Gain,** chap. iv. 



LTHOUGH the building is surrounded 
by a manufactory with high, unsightly 
chimneys, a prison-like wall and a chapel, I 
could see a corner of the Carmelite convent 
at Tournai from one of the windows of a 
religious house adjoining. The red and 
yellow tints of the Priory, like those of a 
fading autumnal creeper, softened by an 
indescribable misty grey — the very veil of 
antiquity — often attracted my notice. When- 
ever I looked at that comer it formed subjects 
of meditation. The windows always shut — 
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the blinds always down. Yes, when "the 
morning star was shining in a cloud, when 
the moon was at its full," when the daisy 
seemed to smile at the dawn, or to fold its 
starry little petals in a blush at the majesty 
of the setting sun, that hoary sepulchre of the 
living like death rose up before me^ Halting 
before the barred doors, penetrating through 
the close-shut grating, drawing aside the 
black curtain, from time to time a momentary 
light from within steals with a curious effect 
upon us. We hear of those who have de- 
parted, disappeared ; we meet with mysteries 
long-entombed, and whilst listening to the 
thrilling tongue of tradition, we may indeed 
listen to it in awe. One of its innumerable 
conventual tales is of the miraculous statue 
of the Holy Infant, in the Carmelite convent 
to which reference has been made. That the 
statue was brought there by a Religious long 
since, and was in preservation in the day of 
S. Teresa, is certain. Whether held in vene- 
ration at that time, or but little regarded, is 
not stated. The story that has since led to 
its being considered to be miraculous, is that 
many years ago a novice was unjustly accused 
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of some offence. To clear herself of the 
charge would have been to convict a Sister, of 
whose guilt the accused had been an eye- 
witness. Of what she was accused has not 
transpired. The offender, who was present 
during the distressing scene of the accusation, 
which took place in the novitiate, remained 
silent, thus permitting the odium to rest on 
the innocent; when suddenly another Wit- 
ness unexpectedly demanded a hearing, and 
by the breath of His lips caused His unseen 
presence to be sensibly felt. A Voice was 
speaking in the novitiate the ear had not 
heard therein before. Lo, a Voice it was 
that hushed the room and thrilled each soul, 
as though the secrets of both the living and 
the dead might be disclosed. The Voice 
came from the statue of the Infant Jesus, and 
said: "She is r(ot guilty. Behold the 
sinner ! " As the words were sounding, the 
eyes of all present were fastened on the little 
statue, whilst its small right hand pointed to 
the troubler of that Israel, directed by One 
who had Himself thus thought fit to espouse 
the cause of the oppressed. Needless to say, 
the sinner confessed her guilt, and her injus- 
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tice no longer concealed. Yes, darkness may 
for a while hide the • stars, and clouds may 
cover the son^ the lily be hidden among the 
thorns, the apple-tree amidst the trees of the 
wood ; '' but he that speaketh unjust things 
cannot be hid ; neither shall the chastising 
judgment pass him by." Privileged to have 
seen this statue, I can assert that it is unlike 
anything of the kind I have seen. Smiling 
in appearance, in lifelike reality, it is one of 
those objects that returns to the mind's eye 
long after it has vanished from our sight. 
Nothing in itself, made of plain wood, the 
figure badly executed, yet, irrespective of 
its antiquity, there is an undefinable sense of 
a history attached to it. Occasionally we 
meet with something similar to it on old 
English tombs and monuments, but there is 
not the expression that is conveyed in the 
" Petit Jesus." That this statue should be 
the size of an ordinary doll — a mere toy — 
impresses us still more, so strange is the 
interest we take in this image. It is dressed 
in a mantle of rich crimson silk-velvet, 
beneath which is a robe of white satin. These 
are so exquisitely made that not a stitch is to 
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be seen — the work of nuns, of course. Then 
all these little garments smell of incense — 
never ofifered, most assuredly, to the statue ; 
no! it has but imbibed the fragrance when 
the eternal homage in fire and prayer went 
up to that wonderful " Child that led the lion 
and the wolf, played with the hole of the asp, 
thrust His hand into the den of the basilisk.'* 
Oh, mistake not! the little statue is no 
idol — God forbid ! What though a diadem be 
on the head, and as if to excite additional 
interest, a gold locket, in the shape of a heart, 
glitter on the breast : what if this prove a 
Carmelite votive offering — within it a mystic 
cipher : we understand it all. Therefore, in 
good faith, I say, " adieu. Petit Jesus ! " as 
the nuns in their simplicity christen you. I 
can never fancy thee in the dwellings of the 
worldly. Little champion of the innocent, 
pass again to the shrine, keep watch in the 
novitiate, the place of weepers, of sacrifices, 
and of tears. Teach on, that judgments be 
not rash. Glide through the grille, behind 
the sombre curtain, re-enter the strict en- 
closure, where the spouses of blood are 
longing, more than they who watch for the 
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morning, for their summons to retire. With 
those tiny fingers giving blessing point no 
more. Smile on, midst vows and prayers, 
silences, penances, unearthly mysteries. 
Perhaps thou mayst weep on a sudden one 
day, though thine eyes see not. For my 
part, I doubt not that a Voice might have 
spoken through thee; for is there not One 
who once gave tongue to the mouth of the 
ass ? He who hath such sympathy with the 
injured and the oppressed that to avenge 
these, even in this tmjust world, sometimes 
He would cause the " stones to cry out of the 
wall, beams and hinges of the temple of God 
to creak," and answer them. Alas! that 
human respect and fear of man should have 
brought such a snare, that the occasion should 
there be demanded midst feet discalced, and 
heads all veiled, where life is death, and 
death is life in God for evermore. 



10 



THB LILT OF THE TALLBT. 

Lnju of the Qeld, I^nst of flown*, 
I loTad 7s from my ehOdbood't honn. 
For I «•■ tao^ to look on 7a 
AsMnUoM of trath and pnrfty. 

For lo I joR iteHaite bloom ia wmeh, 
TbMt f s vitlm 'nemth tba riighinrt toiwh. 
And althangh ws cberiih ye the morei 
Honght can yonr loTelinen nfton. 
Te leave you lovtd and frasrant bed. 
To chMT tb« oonoh diuaw faai ipn«d ; 
And at the irUi of the parting fdwd, 
Ta at th« loud; gnre attend. 

Scenting with tragnmoe the puring air, 
Beminding of her that waa lored and filr, 
Ah 1 a fair, and aweet, and ipotlsai fl<nreT, 
As thytelf in thy fureit and pniart hoar. 
And ya are often given to thoia 
Whow oheek will blnih hke the orimioned re 
'When the; feel their beacty to fade and pin« 
Whene'er it ie plaoed by the aide ol thine. 



The lAly of the Valley. 
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No 1 Are they arrayed like one of these, 
With its snowy bnds and its dark green leayes ? 
For the Eastern monarch in his pride, 
Shrank into nothing by their side. 

Oh, will ye bloom around my tomb. 
Ye blossoms white ^th sweet perfume ? 
Methinks yon*re like the sacred balm 
That softly steals round death-beds calm. 




X. 



10 




MONT PABNASSE, PABIS, AKB THE LAST CELL 
OF THE PEBE DE BAYIGNAK. 

T Faris^ in the cemetery of Mont Par- 
nasse, at the left of the entrance, 
whilst walking down a beantiftil gravelled 
path, I accidentally met with the grave of the 
celebrated Fdre de Bavignan. 

A plain iron railing fences the grave, in 
which several of the community of the Society 
of Jesus are buried with the venerated Father. 
In the midst of their names is recorded that of 

XAVEBH DE BAVIGNAN, SaoerdotiB. 
Obut 27 Febrnarii, 1858, JStatis anno 76. 

B. L P. 

A little cross is engraved, beneath which are 
the letters I. H. S., on the stone. The tomb 
was literally covered with wreaths of natural 
and artificial flowers, statuettes of the Blessed 
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Virgin, crosses, medals, and other touclung 
souvenirs. 

Whilst standing there I thought how often 
those now-silent Fathers had ministered con- 
solation to the departed around them. The 
clematis was shedding its rich perfume, hang- 
ing "in waving tracery " above a monument, 
on which I read — 

Id repose one Ange bien-aim6e, 

Rose elle a v6cu ce qui vivent les roses 

Tesp^ce d'on matin. 

An '* etemel regret *' was writ in letters grow- 
ing pale on that cold marble slab. It was so 
near to the Pere de Eavignan's that I sat down 
by the grave of the Eose, which had faded in 
'*the roses' summer's day," recalling the 
sentiment of Eugene de Gueron, **My God, 
how quickly we pass away ! I see flowers in 
the vase, which were fresh this morning, 
withered in the evening. Thus it is with us, 
that which contains our life lasts but for a 
day." Glancing around, I was struck with 
the epitaph of one who was said to have 
been both a poet and musician, who had 
rendered life happy to many during a brief 
sojourn here : the lyre was hushed to wake 
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no more, its strings yet trembling still ! In 
those sombre green aisles the trees seemed to 
be whispering addios to so many of the 
young. Beversing the decree of Nature, I 
met with a Uttle history which greatly moved 
me — ^two gravestones in one. On the first 
was recorded the departure of a beloved 
daughter — 

Aged 17. I await my mother. 

A few years, and a sorrowful day had closed 
to end with joyful tidings : 

I haye joined my daughter. 

Hers had not been the spring that precedes 
the summer, but like the season in autumn, 
which is called '^ pathetic/' like the fitful gleam 
of an expiring lamp, mimicking what is called 
the ** lightning before death." The branches 
sighed over "the marble doors," shut over 
the middle-aged, removed from the strife of 
tongues, and the tempests of grief ; a wearied 
band, with " garlands dead,*' which may bud 
again in odorous bowers. 

"After life's fitful fever," sleeps well, we 
hope, at Mont Famasse, a devoted friend of the 
tmfortunate Due d'Enghien. From what is 
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recorded in stone there, the Duke never knew 
but one :— ** Here lies the only friend of the 
Due d'Enghien ; " and the bitterness of death 
had not softened the cruel blow that separated 
him from that lifelong companion. 

It matters not now. They are bound 
together without disquiet, and the voice of the 
oppressor is heard no more. 

I watched flowers fade, leaves drop, shadows 
fall, sunbeams smile. I caught every moan 
of the wind as it wandered on. A bird was 
singing to its mate in that voice of love which 
is as the wailing of death in that silent 
garden. 

I wondered how it looked when the frost 
lies white. Ah me ! the same to those who 
go there to weep. The same to the departed 
who ask for prayers. 

The strain of the bird went on midst deep 
pauses of silence. 

I broke it, saying, *' Pere de Eavignan, Or a 
pro me I " Soon I was in the midst of the 
roar of the street, and the bird was mute, 
whilst perhaps the prayer flew up. 




AYOTT S. LAWKBNCE. 

NE of the most touching scenes in Hert- 
^^ fordshire is that of Ayott S. LaTnrence. 
The first ohject that strikes the eye is the 
tower, in which there are apertures, through 
which the sky is seen, producing a beautiful 
effect in the midst of the ivy that mantles 
the tower. I think I never saw so grey a 
ruin ; it is said to be of so ancient a character, 
that of its former history actually nothing is 
known. There is an absurd story connected 
with it, of S. Lawrence having suffered 
martyrdom on the site, and that the gridiron 
is in existence, in the hall of a gentleman 
residing in the neighbourhood. In the year 

257, the Emperor Valerian having ordered 
all priests and deacons to be put to death in 

258, S. Lawrence was apprehended^ and died 
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on the gridiron, which is preserved in Eome, 
if preserved at all. 

I know of one who likes to say his prayers 
amidst the silence of the valleys, where the 
song of the stream to the wind is heard ; but 
what is even the music of Nature without the 
voice of the Bride ? 

I could not help thinking what a beautiful 
procession there might have been on the day 
that I visited Ayott S. Lawrence, which was 
on the 29th of June, when the hedges were 
literally bending beneath their own sweet 
burden of wild roses. How their boughs 
twisted themselves about, forming festive 
wreaths, as if to welcome One who was never 
now borne on that solitary way. Yet the 
ferns were in the woods, the forget-me-nots 
flowering in the waters, ready to greet him. 

The venerable ivy springing from the vault 
at Ayott S. Lawrence is a mournful contrast 
to the clusters of flowers glittering around 
it. The wind rustles through the branches, 
which shroud stones from which brasses 
have been torn. Ivy decking sculptured forms, 
which are crumbling away on tombs, or so de- 
faced by rough hands that, save the ** Ora^" 
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there is nothing to mark the spot once sanc- 
tified by mystical prayers. Who were they 
beneath those verdant tombs, surrounded by 
empty niches, and ruined altars, from which 
the bird darts, the rook caws ? How can the 
birds sing from that desolate place, where the 
dainty rose " is never placed, and all is gone, 
to be found no more '* ? 

Ay, time has driven all who once knelt 
there to their graves beneath the humble 
grass, ** as flocks from field to fold," leaving 
nought but leaf and flower that breathe not 
of summer to the *' dull, cold ear of death." 

Within a roofless Gothic aisle there is an 
echo, which seems to come from sombre trees ; 
and we retire from the scene with a sense of 
depression, not forgetting those who sleep on 
in that deep shade, in a region far away from 
the affecting ruin of Ayott S. Lawrence. 



DB. DODD. 

Rowley, south-east of Uxbridge, is re- 
cognised in Doomsday Book as a small 
manor, forming part of the possessions of the 
Abbots of Westminster, probably a sana- 
torium of the monks. 

The church, which was dedicated to S. 
Lawrence, is of great antiquity. 

In the churchyard, which is a perfect bower 
of shrubs, was buried the once-celebrated Dr. 
Dodd. No stone marks the spot, which is on 
the left of the porch as you enter the church. 
His grave is level with the earth; the turf 
heaves not over it. 

On February 24th, 1777, he was condemned 
to death for forgery, and subsequently exe- 
cuted at Tyburn, on June 27th of that year. 
He was buried at night, by his brother, who 
was Vicar of Cowley at the time. There ia 
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something very affecting in this circumstance ; 
the words seem to ring in oar ear, *' Alas 1 
my brother." 

This grave forms a striking contrast to the 
roar of the busy road at Kensington, where is 
still in existence a small shop, in the back 
parlour of which he was arrested. 

That the son of a clergyman, William 
Dodd, D.D., educated at Cambridge, chaplain 
to Royalty, the rector of a good living, the 
most popular preacher of the day, patron of 
charities, should become the felon of New- 
gate, — these are thoughts that steal over us 
like a bad dream, disturbing that place of 
sleep, blighting the green trees which grow 
there. 

In turning to the last pages of his life we 
find him writing, ''Thoughts in Prison," 
'* Comfort for the Afflicted,*' " Lectures on 
Death." 

Who, therefore, is to judge him in his deep 
grave below the emerald grass? Not the 
rambler who goes out for the day, and lies 
down with the prayer, ' ' God be merciful to 
me a sinner," more acceptable than the 
Pharisee's self-glorifying praises. 



ABSALOM. 

*' And the King covered his head, and cried with a loud 
Toice, my son Absalom, Absalom my son, my son ! *' 
— 2 Kings xix. 4. 

Absalom 1 Absalom 1 my son ! my son ! 

Would I had died for thee t 
The victory of the day is won, 

And oh the grief to me 1 

How gladly from thy father's brow 

Should victory's crown be riven, 
And all its earthly grandeur now, 

To know thy sins forgiven ! 

Oh, let not shouts of joy arise 

To tell the battle o'er, 
Till echoing yoices from the skies 

Shall bid me weep no more t 

The throne no longer offers rest ; 

Its glory and its power 
Would I resign to know thee blest, 

My cherished child, this hour I 
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I weept my son, such tears I weep, 
As ne'er I wept before t 

Fain would my weary spirit sleep 
Might thine but wake onoe more ! 

Absalom ! my son 1 my son t 
Would I had died for thee ! 

Oh that the yiotory were won 
By thee instead of me. 

King in grief with coyered head, 

Crying in sad despair, 
Only the God Who calls the dead 

Helps thee the oross to bear. 

His sonl as thine in sngnish, too, 
O'er rebel children cried, 

The Boyal Father, tender, true, 
Jesus, the Crucified t 




A SIMPLE MEMOBY OF CHILDHOOD. 




LL is vanity ! Yes : I remember being 
called " a beautiful child ; " my curls 
were continually played with ; I was told to 
shut my dark eyes that their long black 
lashes might be seen ; nay, when taken out 
I was so often caressed by strangers that I 
wondered when any passed me by without 
asking my nurse Lilly whose child I was. I 
seemed to spend half my existence in the 
arms of my fond parents, or on the laps of 
friends, who not unfrequently sighed and said 
prophetically that "such pretty children 
generally grew up plain, if not ugly." My 
brothers and sisters loved me exceedingly. 
We lived in a nice house, played in our pretty 
garden, surrounded by shady fields, and were 
as happy as children could be. How quickly 
came a change over this early dream I S^dr 
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denly my toys pleased no more ; the fair 
spring flowers which I had gathered faded in 
my burning hands, their once loved perfumes 
grew sickly, and like some fairy hopes were 
scattered by the same bleak winds that had 
blighted me. I had taken the hooping-cough. 
The disorder came in its gravest form. Soon 
a vapour of drugs overpowered me, a green 
shade shrouded my eyes; leeches wreathed 
my temples, or blisters stung when I screamed 
at the leeches. The nursery was left with its 
merry sounds and sunny light, from whence 
I was led to another room, as a little prisoner 
to be there in the darkness of my own choice. 
Ah, yes! for two years or more. Sight, 
indeed, appeared to have gone : strange voices 
in frequent consultations of physicians and 
surgeons troubled my ears. An ulcer, they 
said, was forming on the pupil of my left eye 
— ^the other was attacked as well. It was 
pronounced a case of serious ophthalmia, and 
it was doubtful if I should ever recover my 
sight. It was probable that I should die under 
the remedies that were deemed necessary for 
its restoration. My parents were, of course, 
consulted on the subject: blindness, the 
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doctors said, was inevitable without severe 
remedies; death might supervene. I wa& 
therefore left to them. Then I heard my 
father for the first time weep ; the doctors 
ordered him from the room, he obeyed like a 
stricken child. In vain they held me ; I was 
sobbing wildly, and flapping myself in their 
hands to death like a captive bird. Oh ! my 
father's weeping seemed so different from 
mine, that his tears fell on my heart like the 
drops that were burning my eyes. 

During the day he was engaged. On his. 
return home, all the evening passed he in my 
dark room. He knew well that I could not» 
bear him out of my sight — sight / alas, no ; 
I could not see him, save in my own sad way :: 
vivid enough that was. I knew him, too, by 
his voice, it was very musical ; by his loved 
footstep, by the deep and delicate senses of a 
child. I loved him as I fancied that I could 
never love another being, it was such a sacred^ 
pure, fresh love. I never met with a child in 
after years that did not love him. There was- 
a strange fascination in his manner, an innate 
purity of mind, so much manliness in his. 
character, with that strong intellect which ia. 

11 
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a shelter to the yotmg, the woman^ and the 
weak. In him we felt we had a protector 
who nnder the most trying circumstances was 
capable of governing, without losing his 
temper. He never rebuked in a passion, nor 
profaned his lips by an oath. He arbitrated 
a cause justly, and gave his verdict with the 
impartiality of truth. Besides, who told such 
stories as he told ? He used to carry me up 
and down the room, interesting me exceed- 
ingly ; so that instead of its being dark and 
duU, it was, in his presence, as though it was 
prepared for the magic lantern, and I did not 
mind it. Indeed, I began to like it at those 
times. Suffering was partially forgotten in 
sympathy; and what, after all, was bodily 
pain and loss of sight to that mental pleasure 
and intellectual vision which he had the gift 
of imparting. He knew how little I slept, so 
that he often sat by my cot and told me 
stories half the night : of forest legends, and 
of robbers' haunts, the traditions of ancient 
castles, and of haunted caverns in the wild 
woods. Sometimes I was carried away to 
the nest of the eagle, to a cleft in some lonely 
rock. How that far-stretching landscape of 
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sea and sky, with the changes in the lights 
and shadows of both, stilled the excitement 
produced by the story ! The scenery which he 
desciibed was like a perpetually shifting 
diorama. I fancied that I could almost stroke 
the plumage of the bright birds — ^those strange 
birds which I had never seen alive, with 
wings as beautiful as though their feathers 
were made of the leaves of flowers. What 
romance was in the forest — what mystery in 
the castles ! How fine, too, were the ancient 
paintings in those still Gothic rooms ! intro- 
ducing me to the beings who were to enter 
them, and the histories which were to come. 
How grand was the sea, with its mighty 
waves, its hidden treasures, its boundless 
space, its awful voice ! There was a deep 
awe, and a yet deeper repose, in the silence 
of the desert, unearthly music in the forest 
wind. 

The sun had sunk to rest — my sun, at least 
— amidst black and stormy clouds, looking, as 
it passed away, pale and mournful as a misty 
moon on rough and angry billows. The lark 
climbed the burning skies no more; it had 
dropped, as it does drop, silentVj to\JcL^ ^"^ysj^QcL — 

11* 
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as the sere leaf falls from the Tine^ the fruit 
from the tree. The daisy was not so white 
as it used to be^ it was trampled down on the 
withered grass, or perhaps hidden beneath 
the stone of a child's grave. There was 
darkness over the land, darkness on the deep^ 
the darkness of chaos ere the Spirit of God 
moved over the waters; ay! darkness as 
when no Egyptian child could see its mother. 
Lo ! such darkness even as that when death 
appeared on the face of the Son of God, and 
the Light of the world was not. 

"Don't cry, darling," Lilly used to say 
when my father left the room, " or you will 
be always blind." Then she would try to 
quiet me with stories of children "who 
behaved so well — never ran under beds when 
their doctors came; nor cried, these little 
dears, when they were taken to the light to 
have their eyes operated upon. No ; they 
never shrieked when vitriol was dropped into 
them for their good, nor had their frocks 
and pinafores spoiled because they would not 
be held properly. They, too, allowed their 
nurses to put leeches on, and sat like angels.'* 
She could not remember any stories of naughty 
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children whom the doctors said they would 
not attend in future — ^not she, indeed ! 

My mother was devoted to me also. I 
remember her lovely face. She was the only 
person, except my father, whom I appeared 
to see. She reminded me of a white rose 
with a tender blush shed, like its delicate 
perfume, over it — so pure in heart, so modest 
she. My mother would talk of what we 
should do at the sea — what pretty baskets 
were ready to be entwined with moss and 
feathery grass for seaweed and shells; and 
the whistling wind sighed over the distant 
waves, and the distant waves moaned sore, 
as doves in the mist of that morning ; and I 
said, "Oh, that I had wings like a dove, for 
then would I fly away, and be at rest." 
Somehow time passed, and Lilly was always 
saying that my ''papa paid such large sums 
of money to the doctors as would make her a 
rich woman, and no child was set greater 
store on, she knew." Yet, in spite of all the 
care that was lavished upon me, what a poor 
little creature I was. Although sight was 
restored to me, other children were no longer 
companions to my mind. Their mirth was 
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noise, their play like sham. I was pining for 
something, I knew not what, which coold 
satisfy the aching void that made a desert of 
my yoimg heart. At night Lilly used to sit 
by me until I was asleep. She said that ill- 
ness had mined my nerves, and that no 
child of hers should have been brought down 
as I was. Strange shapes appeared shrouded 
in the curtains, dark forms to surround me. 
I did not know then that these were simply 
imaginary. She told me not to speak of these 
things in the nursery, as '' what would sensi- 
ble children think of such nonsense ? '' Had I 
but known during these long and wakeful 
nights that there was a holy Angel Guardian 
with me, as certainly as that he was behold- 
ing the face of our Father Who is in heaven, 
how could I have been afraid in the dark ? 
Oh, happy are they who have the truth of 
God unveiled to them in the sunrise of their 
lives! A vision of "the Ancient Beauty'* 
when the heart is strewn with flowers to oflfer, 
fragrant as those that incensed Eden in the 
cool of the first pure, pure day. 




LIVING ALONE. 

Living aJone in a voiceless house, *midst the noise of a 
London street, 

In morning light, in dim twilight, in the past like a wind- 
ing sheet. 

Wrapped about forms that again and again came silently 
gliding around, 

Which were far away from the voiceless house, the house 
without a sound — 

Save discordant sounds of London streets, that rang 
through each lonely room, 

As when the bells of a bridal gay ring over some moulder- 
ing tomb. 

Bells pealed on, and funeral knells, organs played their airs, 

"Home, sweet home," and other strains that filled the 
vacant chairs. 



Living alone with a yearning soul, and eyes aye ready to 

weep. 
And fraught with tears like clouds that hang low o*er the 

troubled deep ; 
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When lo ! the Angel of Death, one day, came to that dreary 

place, 
Where the hearth was dim, and no anxious eyes looked 

on an altered face. 

Pale that face, as trembling lips muttered their frequent 

prayer ; j 

One pang, and she^s gone from the desolate house, away | 

from misery there ; 
But oh I the change from this — ^to joy which no tongue can I 

tell; 
And a lifelong grief but a moment seemed, as glory upon 

her fell. 






PROTESTANT IDOLATRY. 

S our Protestant neighbours charge the 
holy Catholic and Eoman Church with 
the fearful sins of " blasphemy and idolatry," 
without animadverting upon men who will 
be answerable for these false accusations, 
I will merely call the attention of the 
reader who may not be acquainted with the 
expressions of Protestants themselves to the 
list subjoined. This I have gathered from 
various parts of their own Bible, Book of 
Common Prayer, and Homilies, which latter, 
although expressly commanded by the law- 
established Church to be read frequently in 
all churches and chapels in the United King- 
dom of Great Britain and Ireland, are of too 
indecorous a nature to admit of this command 
being observed by their clergy, whose policy 
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it is to keep their respective congregations in 
entire ignorance of their contents. 

LIST. 

" Most sacred, exalted, and excelleut Majesty ; Princes, 
whom Scripture sometimes term Gods, and Supreme Qo- 
Temors over all." — Horn. 33, 663. 

" God's Lieutenants, Vicegerents, Highest Ministers^ 
(109.) 

** Of Blessed Memory — Good and Gracious. 

'* Shadow in heat. Defence in storms. Dew. Sweet 
showers. Fresh water. Springs in great drought. (563.) 

*' Most religious and gracious King.* Most loying, ditto. 
— From Henry VHI. to George IV. 

*• Preserver of our country. 

" Most beneficial to the Commonwealth. 

" Faithful and true, f Henry VIII. 

** In whose heart light was put by God. 

** His faithful and true minister. 

*' Of most famous memory, to whom God gave the know- 
ledge by His Word. 

** Who had an earnest affection to seek His glory. 

'* To whom was given a like spirit of Josaphat, Joiias, 
and Ezekias, putting away all superstitious sects. 

" Bright Occidental Star. (EUzabeth.) (Bible Preface.) 

"British Solomon.— James I. 

** Who spake by the special assistance of God's spirit : 
telling the petitioners that they wanted to strip Christ 
again, bidding them away with their snivelling ^ and making 
a Protestant Bishop's heart melt within him to have a king 
the like of whom had not been since the days of Christ, 
(Lingard 9,232.) Sun in his strength. Exceeding cause 
of comfort. Whose very name was precious, and whom 

* Kings before whom we should kneel with great con- 
sideration. — (Horn. V. Hom. xix. 328.) 
t TiUe of Christ.— (Rev. xix. 11.) 
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eyes beheld with comfort. Sanctified person. Immediate 
author of true happiness under God, who gave such a blow 
to the Man of Sin as will not be healed — ^to whom, with all 
humility, the Bible was presented. Enriched with many 
singular and extraordinary graces; wonder of the world 
for true felicity. (Preface to Protestant Bible.) Who 
was said by Protestant Bishops to speak undoubtedly by 
the assistance of God's Spirit, Highness of deep judgment. 
Blessed King Charles I. of sacred and innocent blood. 
Saint of abundant grace, follower of Christ. Of blessed 
memory and righteous blood. Blood of thine anointed. — 
Kennett 665. 

** Dread Sovereign, anointed blessed King and Martyr. 

** Thine anointed, in whom glories by grace shined forth. 
Greatest of Kings. Best of men. 

" Pattern of Christ. 

" Example of courage, constancy, meekness, patience 
charity. 

" Shepherd of the sheep. Charles n. 

" Hidden under the shadow of God's wings. 

'*Bighteous and religious King. (Book of Common 
Prayer.) 

'* Of all Protestant Bishops. 

** Eight Bev. Fathers in God. 

" With this body I thee worship.** — The marriage vow of 
every man to his wife. 

At a coronation, the Sovereign kneels down 
whilst the Protestant Archbishop pours what 
is called " holy oil " on the crown of the 
head, in the form of a Cross, using these 
words, " In the name of the Father, Son, and 
Holy Ghost, let the anointing of this oil in- 
crease unto heaven.*' (Book of Common 
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Prayer.) The oil is wiped away with cotton 
wool, and a linen coif is placed on the head 
because of the anointing. A ring is put on 
the foorth finger of the right hand, after which 
the Archbishop reverently sets the crown on 
the head of the monarch, saying, ** Receive 
the crown of glory, honour, and joy." Gloves, 
as well as a coif, are given because of the 
anointing. On the orb is the Cross. On the 
Communion-table are a rich cloth of gold, an 
ablution basin, chaUce, patina, sword of State, 
and Bible, which latter is afterwards carried in 
the procession. The rod with a dove, six massive 
gold plateaux, two of which are of very large 
dimensions. Medals are scattered afterwards 
and eagerly '' clutched as coveted memorials," 
while those of Our Lady are ridiculed by these 
Protestant '* idolaters," who make the follow- 
ing oath : 

** I, , do become your liege man of 

life and limb, and of earthly worship^ &c., &c. 

'* So help me God." 



CONFRATERNITY OF S. JOHN THE EVANGELIST. 

tHE letter, which it has been my privilege 
^^ to receive on the Confraternity of S. 
John the Evangelist, is from the pen of the 
Eev. Father Eawes, O.S.C., to whom the 
Catholics in England are indebted for its 
introduction into this country. 

Through a translation of his beautiful work 
on " The Beloved Disciple " having fallen 
into the hands of the Superior of the Fran- 
ciscans at Ambialet, who was the first to 
establish a Confraternity of S. John, the Eev. 
Father wrote to Father Eawes, begging him 
to receive faculties for enrolling members. 

We are also informed that the offer was 
accepted by Father Eawes, whose name as a 
great preacher, an accomplished writer, and 
true poet, one, above all, who has consecrated 
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his rare gifts to the service of his Divine 
Master, is jastly esteemed. 

One only life can be for me. 

That which is erer shared with Thee, 

O LoTe, through all eternity ; 

That which Then girest. 

Where eTermore in light Then lireat. 

• • • • • 

Far more than all to me Thon art, 
O give me in Thy Home my part, 
And let me lie upon Thy Heart, 

O L0T6 Idyine, 
All that I am or have is Thine.* 

** St. Mabt 07 TBI Akoels, 

** WeSTMOBELAKD PLiCE, BlTSWATZB. 

**WiTH regard to the Confraternity of S. 
John the Evangelist, I may say that its chief 
end is to bring about a special worship of the 
disciple whom Jesus loved. By it we hope 
to make him daily more known, loved, invoked, 
imitated, and worshipped. Thus we shall 
assure to the members of the Confraternity 
the powerful mediation of S. John with our 
Lord and His Immaculate Mother. 

"The particular graces, for which united 
prayer is to be made, are — 

• "Homeward." Early edition. By the Rev. H. A. 
Bawes, M.A. 
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1. Purity of heart; 

2. Clearer knowledge of Christian truth ; 

3. A burning love for our Saviour ; 

4. Filial love for our Lady ; 

5. S. John's protection for the Church. 
The Holy Father has enriched the Confrater- 
nity with many Indulgences, both plenary 
and partial, as you may see by the printed 
account of its advantages. 

*' S. John the Evangelist is our Holy 
Father's especial patron. He has granted to 
priests, who are members, a plenary Indul- 
gence for themselves, on the day on which they 
say their annual Mass for the Confraternity. 

"Every priest who belongs to the Confra- 
ternity promises to say one Mass a year for 
its members. That seems to me a singular 
blessing. I do not know of any other Con- 
fraternity where Masses are promised in this 
way to the members. 

" I have already enrolled five bishops, and 
more than sixty priests, so that now the Con- 
fraternity has in England more than a Mass 
every week. 

*' You may be sure that you are doing a 
good work in promoting devotion to S. John. 
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He was very dear to the Sacred Heart of Jesus, 
and very dear also to the Immaculate Heart 
of Mary. He is very close to the thrones 
of the King and Queen in the Heavenly City. 
With them he has very great power. There can 
be no doubt that they will rejoice exceedingly 
in the growth of devotion to him. He is the 
Prophet of the latter days ; and it may be 
that he will be the strength and light of the 
Church in the terrible persecutions whose 
shadow already seems to be deepening on the 
world. 

*' Our love for him, and our trust in him, 
will increase his accidental glory, and will 
give joy to the Hearts of Jesus and Mary. 
The more confidence that we have in him the 
more graces will be poured upon us. 

** The Confraternity has been greatly blessed 
np to this time. I look forward to greater 
blessings in the future, and you will readily 
believe that I should rejoice to see devotion to 
S. John fill the Church like the 'covering 
waters of the sea.' " 
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bound in half morocco, full gilt. 

"We confidently believe that no wealthy Catholic could possibly 
see the volume which we have examined and admired without 
ordenng ' The Diisseldorf Gallery' for the adornment of his draw- 
ing-room table. . . As lovers of art, we rejoice to see what has 
been done, and we can only desire with all possible heartiness, that 
such an enterprise as this may meet with the success it deserves." — 
Tablet. '* The most beautiful Catholic gift-book that was ever sent 
forth from the house of a Catholic publisher." — Register. 

Catholicism, Liberalism, and Socialism. Translated 

from the Spanish of Donoso Cortes, by Rev. 

W. McDonald. 6s. 
Replies to Gladstone's ^* Divine Decrees." 
Rome, semper eadem. By Denis Patrick Michael 

0*Mahony. is. 6d. 
A Few Remarks. 6d. 

Dramas, Comedies, Farces, 
He would be a Lord. From the French of " Le 

Bourgeois Gentilhomme." Three Acts. (Boys.) 2s. 
St. Louis in Chains. Drama in Five Acts, for boys. 2s. 

* ' Well suited for acting in Catholic schools and colleges." — Tablet, 

The Expiation. A Drama in Three Acts, for boys. 2s. 

"Has its scenes laid in the days of the Crusades." — Register, 

Shandy Maguire. A Farce for boys in Two Acts. is. 
The Reverse of the Medal. A Drama in Four Acts, 

for young ladies. 6d. 
Emscliff Hall : or. Two Days Spent with a Great- Aunt. 

A Drama in Three Acts, for young ladies. 6d. 
Filiola. A Drama in Four Acts, for young ladies. 6d. 
The Convent Martyr, or Callista. By Dr. Newman. 

Dramatized by Dr. Husenbeth, is. 

J^. JVas/iboume^ 18 Paternoster Row^ Lorvdon. 
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Garden of the Soul. ^Washbourne's Edition.) With 
Imprimatur of the Archbishop of Westminster. This 
edition has over all others the following advan- 
tages : — 1. Complete order in its arrangements. 2. 
Introduction of Devotions to Saint Joseph, Patron 
of the Church. 3. Introduction into the English 
Devotions for Mass to a very great extent of the 
Prayers from the Missal. 4. The Full Form of 
Administration of all the Sacraments publicly 
administered in Church. 5. The insertion of 
Indulgences above Indulgenced Prayers. 6. Its 
large size of type. Embossed, is. ; with rims, is. 
6d. ; with Epistles and Gospels, is. 6d. ; with 
rims, 2s. French morocco, 2s. ; with rims, 2s. 
6d. ; with E. and G., 2s. 6d. ; with rims, 38. 
French morocco extra gilt, 2s. 6d. ; with rims, 
3s. ; with E. and Q,, 3s. ; with rims, 3s. 6d. 
Calf or morocco, 4s. ; with rims, 5s. 6d. ; with 
E. and G., 4s. 6d. ; with rims, 6s. Calf or 
morocco extra, 5 s. ; with rims, 6s. 6d. ; with E 
and G., 5s. 6d.; with rims, 78. Velvet, with 
rims, 8s., los. 6d., and 13s. ; with E and G., 
8s. 6d., IIS., and 13s. 6d. Russia, antique, with 
clasps, I2S. 6d. ; with E. and G., 13s. Ivory, 15s., 
2 IS., 2SS., and 30s. ; with E. and G., 155. 6(d., 
2 IS. 6d., 25s. 6d., and 30s. 6d. Antique bind- 
ings, with corners and clasps : morocco, 288., 
with E and G., 28s. 6d. ; russia, 30s., with E 
and G., 308. 6d. 

" Tliis is one of the best editions we have seen of one of the best 
of all our Prayer-books, It is well printed in clear large type, on 
good paper." — Catholic Opinion. "A venr complete arrangement 
of this which is emphatically-the Prayer-book of every Catholic 
household. It is as cheap as it is good, and we heartily recommend 
it." — Universe. ' • Two striking features are the admirable order dis- 

glayed throughout the book and the insertion of the Indulgences, 
I small type above Indulgenced Prayers."— Weekly Register, 

The Epistles and Gospels in cloth, 6d., roan, is. 6d 
R. Washbourne^ iS FaXmmXtr Roio, Lotufofi, 
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The Little Garden. Cloth, 6d., with rims, is. ; em- 
bossed, 9d., with rims, is. 3d. ; roan, is., with 
rims, IS. 6d. ; french morocco, is. 6d., with 
rims, 2S. ; french morocco, extra gilt, 2s., with 
rims, 23. 6d. ; imitation ivory, with rims, 3s. ; calf 
or morocco, 35., with rims, 4s. ;? calf or morocco, 
extra gilt, 4s., with rims, 5s. ;. velvet, with rims, 
5s., 8s. 6d., ics. 6d. ; nissia, with clasp, 8s.; 
ivory, with rims, ios.:6d., 13s., 15s., 17s. 6d. ; 
antique binding, with clasps : morocco, 17 s. 6d., 
nissia, 20s. ; with oxydized silver or gilt mount- 
ings, in morocco case, 30s. 

A Few Words from Lady Mildred's Housekeeper. 2d. 

• ' If any of our lady readers wish to give to their servants some 
hint; as to the necessity of laying up some part of their wages in- 
stead of spending their money in dressing above their station, let 
them get ' A Few Words from Lady Mildred's Housekeeper,' and 
present it for the use of the servants' hall or downstairs departments. 
The good advice of an experienced upper servant on such subjects 
ought not to fall on unwilling ears." — Register. 

Religious Reading. 

" Vitis Mystica ;" or, the True Vine. A Treatise 

on the Passion of Our Lord. Translated, with 

Preface, by the Rev. W. R. Bernard Brownlow. 

With Frontispiece. i8mo. 4s., red edges, 4s. 6d. 

" It is a pity that such a beautiful treatise should for so many cen- 
turies have remained untranslated into our tongue." — Tablet "It 
will be found very acceptable spiritual food." — Church Herald, 
" We heartily recommend it for its unction and deep sense of the 
beauties of nature." — 'J he Month. "Full of deep spiritual lore.* 
— Register. " Every chapter of this little volume affords abundan 
matter for meditation. " — Universe. * * An excellent translation of 
beautiful treatise." — Dublin Review. 

Ebba; or, the Supernatural Power of the Blessed Sacra- 
ment. In French. i2mo. is. 6d.; cloth gilt, 2s. 6d. 

"The author has caught very well many of the difficulties which 
bar the way to the Church in this country... We may venture to hope 
that the work will also bear fruit on the Continent," — The Month, 
"There are thoughts in the work which we value highly." — Dublin 
Review. •' It is a clever and trenchant work. . . Written in a lively 
and piquant style." — Register. " The tone of the book is kind and 
fervent," — Church Herald. " The book is exceedingly well written, 
and will do good to all who read it." — Universe. 
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Holy Places ; their Sanctity and Authenticity. By the 
Rev. Fr. Philpin. With Maps. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

" It displays an amount of patient research not often to be met 
with." —Universe. " Dean Stanley and other sinners in controversy 
ore treated with great gentleness. 'Ilicy are indeed thoroughly ex- 
posed and refuted."— A'/r^/j/^r. *' Fr. Philpin has a particularly 
nervous and fresh style of handling his suhject, with an occasional 
picturcsqucness of ejMthet or simile." — Tablet. *' We do not question 
nis learning and industry, and yet we cannot think them to have 
been uselessly ex})ended on this work." — Spectator, "... Fr. 
Philpin there weighs the comparative value of extraordinary, ordi- 
nary, and natural evidence, and gives an admirable summary of the 
witness of the earlv ceniurics regarding the holy places of Jerusalem. 
with archaeological and architectural proofs. It is a complete trea- 
tise of the subject." — The Month. "'l*he author treats his subject 
with a thorough system, and a competent knowledge. It is a bocJc 
of singular attractiveness and considerable merit." — Church Herald. 
" Fr. Philpin's very interesting book appears most opportunely, and 
at a time when pilgrimages have been revived." — Dublin Jieview. 

The Con.soler; or, Pious Readings addressed to the 
Sick and to all who are afflicted. By the Rev. 
P. J. Lambilotte, S.J. Translated by the Right 
Rev. Abbot liurder, O. Cist Fcp. 8vo. 4s. 6<L, 

red edges, 5 s. 

f " As ' The Consoler' has the merit of being written in plain and 
simple language, and while deeply spiritual contains no liigher 
flights into the regions ot mysticism where poor and ignorant 
readers would be unable to follow, it is very specially adapted for 
one of the subjects which its writer had in view, namely, its intro- 
duction into hospitals." — Tablet. "A work replete with wise 
comfort for every affliction." — (Jniverse. "A spiritual treatise of 
great beauty and value." — Church Herald. 

The Souls in Purgatory. Translated from the French, 
by the Right Rev. Abbot Burder, O. Cist. 32mo. 3d. 

" It will be found most useful as an aid to the cultivation of this 
especial devotion."— AV^'/j/rr. 

Flowers of Christian Wisdom. By Lucien Henry. 
With a Preface by the Right Hon. Lady Herbert 
of Lea. i8mo. 2s. ; red edges, 2s. 6d. 

"A conipilation of some of the most beautiful thoughts and 
passages in the works of tiie Fathers, the great schoolmen, and 
eminent modem Churchnien, and will probably secure a good cir- 
culation." — Church Times. "It is a compilation of gems of thoueht, 
carefully selected." — Tablet, "It is a small but exquisite bou- 
quet, like that which S. Francis of Sales has prepared for FhiUfthea." 
— Universe, 
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Apostleship of Prayer. By Rev. H. Ramiere. 6s. 

The Happiness of Heaven. By a Father of the 
Society of Jesus. Fcap. 8vo. 4s. 

God our Father. By the same Author. Fcap. 8vo. 4s. 

The Light of the Holy Spirit in the World. By the 
Rev. Canon Hedley, O.S.B. is.; cloth, is. 6d. 

A General History of the Catholic Church : from the 
commencement of the Christian Era until the 
present time. By the Abbd Darras. 4 vols., 
large 8vo. cloth, 48s. 

The Book of Perpetual Adoration ; or, the Love of 
Jesus in the most Holy Sacrament of the Altar. 
By Mgr. Boudon. Edited by the Rev. J. Red- 
man, D.D. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. ; red edges, 3s. 6d. 

" This new translation is one of Boudon's most beautiful works, 
, .. and merits that welcome in no ordinary degree. " — Tablet. "The 
devotions at the end will be very acceptable aids in visiting the 
Blessed Sacrament, and there are two excellent methods for assisting 
at Mass." — The Month. "It has been pronounced by a learned 
and pious French priest to be * the most beautiful of all books 
written in honour of the Blessed Sacrament."— T'Atf Nation, 

Spiritual "Works of Louis of Blois, Abbot of Liesse. 
Edited by the Rev. John Edward Bowden, of the 
Oratory, Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 6d ; red edges, 4s. 

' ' No more important or welcome addition could have been made 
to our English ascetical literature than this Uttle book. It is a model 
of good translation." — Dublin Review. " This handy little volume 
will certainly become a favourite." — Tablet. "Elegant and flow- 
ing. " — Register. ' ' Most useful of meditations, " — Catholic Opinion. 

Heaven Opened by the Practice of Frequent Confes- 
sion and Communion. By the Abbd Favre. 
Translated from the French, carefully revised by 
a Father of the Society of Jesus. Third Edition. 
Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 6d. ; red edges, 4s. Cheap edit. 2s. 

" This beautiful little book of devotion. We may recommend it 
to the clergy as well as to the laity." — Tablet. "It is filled with 
quotations from the Holy Scriptures, the Fathers, and the Councils 
of the Church, and thus will be found of mater.al assistance to 
the clergy, as a storehouse of doctrinal and ascetical authorities on 
the two great sacraments of Holy Eucharist and Penance." — 
Register. 
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The Spiritual Life. — Conferences delivered to the 
Enfants de Marie by Pfere Ravignan. Cr. 8vo. 5s. 

' ' P^re Ravignan's words are as applicable to the ladies of LoBdon 
as to those of Paris. They could not have a better book for their 
spiritual reading." — Tablet, " A depth of eloquence and power of 
exhortation which few living preachers can rival." — Church Rexrxw, 

Lenten Thoughts. Drawn from the Gospel for each 
day in L^nt By the Bishop of Northampton. 
IS. 6d. ; stronger bound, 2s. ; red edges, 2s. 6i. 

"A beautiful litde volume of Meditations." — Universe. ""Vill 
be found a useful manual." — Tablet. " An admirable little book.' 
— Nation. "Clear and practical" — The Month. • ' A very beatti- 
ful and sipmle httle book." — Church Herald. 

Holy Communion : it is my Life. By H. Lebon. 4s. 
Contemplations on the Most Holy Sacrament of ths 

Altar, drawn from the Sacred Scriptures. iSmc. 

cloth, 2S. ; cloth extra, red edges, 2s. 6d. 

'• This is a welcome addition to our books of Scriptural devotion. 
It contains thirty-four excellent subjects of reflection before the 
Blessed Sacrament, or for making a spiritual visit to the Blessed 
Sacrament at home ; for the use of the sick." — Dublin Review. 

Good Thoughts for Priests and People; or Short 

Meditations for Every Day in the Year. By Rev. 

T. Noethen. i2mo. 8s. 
One Hundred Pious Reflections. Extracted from 

Alban Butler's "Lives of the Saints." i8mo. 

cloth, red edges, 2s. ; cheap edition, is. 

"A happy idea. The author of • The Lives of the Saints * had a 
way of breathing into his language the unction and force which 
carries the truth of the Gospel into the heart." — Letter to the Editor 
from The Right Rev. Dr. Ullathorne, Bishop of Birming- 
ham. •' Well selected, sufficiently short, and printed in good bold 
type." — Tablet. '* Good, sound, practical." — Church Herald. 

The Imitation of Christ. With reflections. 32mo. 
IS. Persian calf, 3s. 6d. Also an Edition with 
ornamental borders. Fcap. cloth, red edges, 3s. 6d. 

Following of Christ. Small pocket edition, is. cloth j 
IS. 6d. embossed ; roan, 2s ; French morocco, 2s. 
6d. ; calf or morocco, 4s. 6d. ; calf or morocco 
extra gilt, 5s. 6d. ; ivory, iss. and i6s. ; morocco, 
antique, 17 s. 6d. j russia antique, 20s. 
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Conversion of the Teutonic Race. By Mrs. Hope, 
author of '* Early Martyrs." Edited by tlie Rev. 
Father Dalgaims. 2 vols, crown 8vo. t2S. 

I. Conversion of the Franks and the Enghsh, 6s. 

II. S. Boniface and the Conversion of Germany, 6s. 

"It is good in itself, possessing considerable literary merit; it 
forms one of the few Catholic books brought out in this countnr 
which are not translations or adaptations." — Dublin Review. " ft 
is a great thing to find a writer of a book of this class so clearly 
grasping, and so boldly setting forth truths, which, familiar as they 
are to scholars, are still utterly unknown by most of the writers of 
our smaller literature." — Saturday Review. "A very valuable 
work .... Mrs. Hope has compiled an original history, which 
gives constant evidence of great erudition, and sound historical judg- 
ment." — Month. " This is a most taking book : it is solid history 
and romance in one." — Catholic Opinion. "It is carefully, and 
in many parts beautifully written." — Universe. 

Cistercian Order : its Mission and Spirit. Comprising 
the Life of S. Robert of Newminster, and the Life 
of S. Robert of Knaresborough. By the author 
of " Cistercian Legends.*' Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

Cistercian Legends of the 13th Century. Translated 
from the Latin by the Rev. Henry Collins. 3s. 

"Interesting records of Cistercian sanctity and cloistral experi- 
ence. ' '—Dublin Review. ' ' A casquet of jewels. ' '— Weekly Renter. 
"Most beautiful legends, full of deep spiritual reading."— Tablef» 
"Well translated, and beautifully got up."— Month. "A compila- 
tion of anecdotes, full of heavenly wisdom." — Catholic Opinion. 

The Directorium Asceticum ; or Guide to the Spiritual 
Life. By ScaramellL Translated and edited at 
St. Beuno's College. 4 vols, crown 3vo. 24s. 

Maxims of the Kingdom of Heaven. New and en- 
larged Edition, ss. ; red edges, 53. 6d. ; calf or 
morocco, los. 6d. 

"The selections on every subject are numerous, and the order 
and arrangement of the chapters will greatly facilitate meditation 
and reference."— Freeman's Journal. " We are glad to see that 
this admirable devotional work, of which we have before spoken in 
warm p aise, has reached a second issue." — Weekly Register, 
" It has an Introduction by J. H. N., and bears the Imprimatur of the 
Archbishop of Westminster. We need say no more in its praise. " — 
Tablet. " A most beautiful little hook."— Catholic Opinion. ' ' This 
priceless volume."— Universe. '.' Most suitable for meditation and 
reference."— ^«^/<« Review. 

J?. Washboume^ i8 PcdtmoiX^ Roow^ London^ 
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Tne Oxford Undergraduate of Twenty Years Ago: 
his Religion, his Studies, his Antics. By a 
Bachelor of Arts. [Author of "The Comedy of 
Convocation."] 2S. 6d. ; cloth, 3s. 6d. 

" ThewTiting is full of brilliancy and point." — Tablet, "Time 
has not dimm^ the author's recollection, and has no doubt seized 
to sharpen his sense of undergraduate humotir and his reading of 
undergraduate character." — Examiner. " It will deservedly attract 
attention, not only by the briskness and liveliness of its style, but 
also by the accuracy of the picture which it probably gives of an 
individual experience." — TAe Month. "Whoever takes this t>ook 
in hand will read it through and through with the keenest pleasure 
and with great benefit." — Universe. 

The Infallibility of the Pope. A Lecture. By the 
same Author. 8vo. is. 

"A splendid lecture, by one who thoroughly understands bis 
subject, and in addition is possessed of a rare power of language in 
which to put before others what he himself knows so well." — Uni' 
verse. "There are few writers so well able to make things {dain 
and intelligible as the author of * The Comedy of Convocaition.' . • • 
The lecture is a model of argument and style." — Register. 

Comedy of Convocation in the English ChurcL 
Edited by Archdeacon Chasuble, D.D. 2s. 6d. 
Reply to the Bishop of Ripon's Attack on the Catholic 

Church. By the same Author. 6d. 
The Harmony of Anglicanism. Report of a Con- 
ference on Church Defence. [By T. W. M. Mar- 
shall, Esq.] 8vo. 2s. 6d. 
" ' Church Defence' is characterized by the same caustic irony, 
the same good-natured satire, the same logical acuteness which dis- 
tinguished its predecessor, the • Comedy of Convocation.' ... A 
more scathing bit of irony we have seldom met with." — TableL 
" Clever, humorous, witty, learned, written by a keen but sarcastic 
observer of the Establishment, it is calculated to make defenders 
wince as much as it is to make all others smile." — Nonconformist, 

The Roman Question. By Dr. Husenbeth. is. 
Consoling Thoughts of St. Francis de Sales. By Pirc 

Huguet. i8mo., 2s. 
Holy Readings. Short Selections from well-known 

Authors. By J. R. Digby Beste, Esq. 32mo. 

cloth, 2s. ; cloth, red edges, 2s. 6d. ; roan, x&, 

morocco, 6s. [See " Catholic Hours," p. 23.J 
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St. Peter; his Name and his Office as set forth in 
Holy Scripture. By T. W. Allies. Second Edi- 
tion, Revised. Crown 8vo. 5s. 

' • A standard work. There is no single book in English, on the 
Catholic side, which contains the Scriptural argument about St 
Peter and the Papacy so clearly or conclusively put." — Month, 
"An admirable volume." — The Universe. "This valuable work." 
— Weekly Register. "A second edition, with a new and very 
touching preface." — Dublin Review. 

The Life of Pleasure. Translated from the French 

of Mgr. Dechamps. Fcap. 8vo. is. 6d. 
Sure Way to Heaven : a little Manual for Confession 

and Holy Communion. 3 2 mo. cloth, 6d. Persian 

2s. 6d. Calf or morocco, 3s. 6d. 
Compendium of the History of the Catholic Church. 

By Rev. T. Noethen. 1 2mo. 8s. 
History of the Catholic Church, for schools. By 

Rev. T. Noethen. i2mo. 5s. 6d. 
Anti-Janus. Translated from the German of Dr. 

Hergenrother, by Professor Robertson. 4s. 
Benedictine Almanack. Yearly. Price id. 
Catholic Calendar and Guide to the Services of the 

Church. Yearly. Price 4d. and 6d. 
Catholic Directory for Scotland. Yearly, is. 
Dr. Pusey's Eirenicon considered in Relation to 

Catholic Unity. By H. N. Oxenham. 2s. 6d. 
Sancti Alphonsi Doctoris Officium Parvum — Novena 

and Little Office in honour of St. Alphonsus. 

Fcap. 8vo. IS. ; cloth, 2s. ; cloth extra, 3s. 
Familiar Instructions on Christian Truths. By a Priest 

No. I, Detraction. 4d. No. 2, The Dignity of the 

Priesthood. 3d. No. 3, Necessity of hearing 

the Word of God. Why it produces no fruit, and 

how to be heard. On the necessity of Faith. 3d. 
Sweetness of Holy Living ; or Honey culled from the 

Flower Garden of S. Francis of Sales, is. 

French morocco, 3s. 
" In it will be found some excellent aids to devotion and medita- 
tion." — Weekly Register, 

R. Washboume^ 18 PaJterwi^Xtt JR<m)> London* 
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Commonitory of S. Vincent of Lerins. ismo. is. 34 

Men and Women of the English Reformation, from 

the days of Wolsey to the death of Cranmer. By 

S. H. Burke, M.A. 2 vols. 13s. VoL ii., 6s. dL 

" It contains a great amount of curious and useful inforxnatkn, 
gathered together with evident care." — Dublim Remew. "In- 
teresting and valuable." — Tablet. "It is, in truth, the only dis- 
passionate record of a much contested epoch we have ever read." 
— Cosmopolitan. "It is so forcibly, but truthfully written, that it 
should be in the hands of every seeker after truth." — Catholic 
Opinion. — "On all hands admitted to be one of the most valual^ 
historical works ever published." — Nation. " The author produces 
evidence that cannot be gainsayed." — Univene. " Full ofinterest, 
and very temperately written." — Church Review, "Able, (sBiirly 
impartial, and likely to be of considerable value to the student (tf 
history. Replete with information." — Church Times, " The book 
supplies many hitherto unknown fact« of the times of which it is 
a nistory." — Church Opinion. "A clever and well-written his- 
torical statement of facts concerning the chief actors of our so-called 
Reformation." — The Month. 

Pfere Lacordaire's Conferences. God, 6s. Jesus Christ, 
6s. God and Man, 6s. 

A Devout Paraphrase on the Seven Penitential Psalms ; 
or, a Practical Guide to Repentance. -By the 
Rev. Fr. Blyth. To which is added : — Necessity 
of Purifying the Soul, by St Francis of Sales. 
i8mo., IS. 6d. ; red edges, 2s.; cheap edition, is. 

"A new edition of a book well known to our grandfathers. The 
work is full of devotion and of the spirit of prayer. ' — Universe. ' ' A 
very excellent work, and ought to be in the hands of every Catholic." 
— Waterford News. 

A New Miracle at Rome ; through the Intercession of 

Blessed John Berchmans. 2d. 
Cure of Blindness ; through the Intercession of Our 

Lady and St. Ignatius. 2d. 

BY THE POOR CLARES OF KENMARE. 

Woman's Work in Modem Society. 7s. 6d, 

A Nun's Advice to her Girls. 2s. 6d. 

Daily Steps to Heaven. Fcap. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

Book of the Blessed Ones. 4s. 6d. 

Jesus and Jerusalem ; or, the Way Home. 4s. 6d. 

The Spouse of Christ. Crown 8vo. 7 s. 6d. 

The Ecclesiastical Year. Fcap. 4s. 6d. ; calf, 6s. 6d. 

JR, IVashbourney iS PaitmoiXtt Row, London. 
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Sermons, Lectures, &c. By Rev. M. B. Buckley. 6s. 
A Homely Discourse ^ Mary Magdalen. Cr. 8vo. 6d. 
Extemporaneous Speaking. By Rev. T. J. Potter. 55. 
Pastor and People. By Rev. T. J. Potter. 6s. 
Eight Short Sermon Essays. By Dr. Redmond, is. 
One Hundred Short Sermons. By Rev. H. T. 

Thomas. 8vo. 12 s. 
Catholic Sermons. By Father Burke, and others. 2s. 
Non Possumus ; or, the Temporal Sovereignty of the 

Popes. By the Rev. Father Lockhart. is. 
Secession or Schism. By Fr. Lockhart. 6d. 
Who IS the Anti-Christ of Prophecy? By the Rev. 

Fr. Lockhart. is. 
The Communion of Saints. By the Rev. Father 

Lockhart. is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 
The Church of England and its Defenders. By the 

Rev. W. R. Bernard Brownlow. 8vo. ist Letter, 

6d. \ 2nd Letter, is. 
Lyrics of Light and Life. XLIII original poems, by 

Dr. Newman and others. 5s. 
Lectures on the Life, Writings, and Times- of Edmund 

Burke. By Professor Robertson, ss. 
Professor Robertson's Lectures on Modem History 

and Biography. Crown Svo. cloth, 6s. 
The Knight of the Faith. By the Rev. Dr. Laing. 

1. A Favourite Fallacy about Private Judgment id. 

2. Catholic not Roman Catholic. 4d. 

3. Rationale of the Mass. is. 

4. Challenge to the Churches of England, Scotland, 

and all Protestant Denominations, id. 

5. Absurd Protestant Opinions concerning Intention^ 

and Spelling Book of Christian Philosophy. 4d. 

6. Whence the Monarch's right to rule. 2s. 6d. 

7. Protestantism against the Natural Moral Law. id. 

8. What is Christianity ? 6d. 

Abridged Explanation of the Medal or Cross of S. 
Benedict, id. 
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Diary of a Confessor of the Faith. i2mo. is. 
Sursum, is. Homeward, 2S. Both by Rev. Fr. Rawes. 
Sermon at the Month's Mind of the Most Rev. Dr. 

Spalding, Archbishop of Baltimore, is. 
Commentary on the Psalms. By Bellarmin. 4to. 4s. 
Monastic Legends. By E. G. K. Browne. 8vo. 6d. 

BY DR. MANNING, ARCHBISHOP OF WESTMINSTER. 

The Convocation in Crown and Council. 6d. net 
Confidence in God. Fcap. is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 
Temporal Sovereignty of the Popes, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 
The Church, the Spirit, and the Word. 6d. 

BY THE PASSIONIST FATHERS. 

The School of Jesus Crucified. 3s. 6d. ; morocco, 5s. 
The Manual of the Cross and Passion. 32mo. 2s. 6d 
The Manual of the Seven Dolours. 32mo. is. 6d.- 
The Christian Armed. 32mo. is. 64; mor. 3s. 6d. 
Guide to Sacred Eloquence. 2S. 

Religious Instruction. 

The Catechism, Illustrated with Passages from the 
Holy Scriptures. Arranged by the Rev. J. B. 
Bagshawe, with Imprimatur. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

"I believe the Catechism to be one of the best possible books of 
controversy, to those, at least, who are inquiring with a real desire 
to find the truth." — Extract from the Preface. 

" An excellent idea. The very thing of all others that is needed 
by many under instruction." — Tablet. "It is a book which will 
do incalculable good. Our priests will hail with pleasure so valu- 
able a help to their weekly instructions in the Catechism, while in 
schools its value will be equally recognized." — Weekly Register. 
' • A work of great merit. " — Church Herald. ' ' We can hardly wish 
for anything better, either in intention or in performance." — The 
Month. ' ' Very valuable. ' ' — Dublin Review. 

A Dogmatic Catechism. By FrassinettL Translated 
from the original Italian by the Oblate Fathers 
of St. Charles. With a Preface by His Grace 
the Archbishop of Westminster. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 

" We give a few extracts from Frassinetti's work, as samples ot 
its excellent execution." — Dublin Review. "Needs no commenda- 
tion." — Month. " It will be found useful, not onlv to catechists, but 
also for the instruction of converts from the middle class of society." 
^Tablet. 
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The Threshold of the Catholic Church. A course of 
Plain Instructions for those entering her Com- 
munion. By Rev. J. B. Bagshawe. Cr. 8vo. 4s. 

• *'A scholarly, well-written book, full of information." — Church 
Herald. "An admirable book, which will be of infinite service to 
thousands." — Universe. "Plain, practical, and unpretentious, it ex- 
hausts so entirely the various subjects of instruction necessary for 
our converts, that few missionary priests will care to dispense with 
its assistance." — Register. " It has very special merits of its own. . 
It is the work, not only of a thoughtful writer and good theologian, 
but of a wise and experienced priest." — Dublin Review. "Its 
characteristic is the singular simplicity and clearness with which 
everything is explained. . . It will save priests hours and days of 
time." — Tablet. " There is much in it with which we thoroughly 
agfree." — Church Times. "There was a great want of a manual of 
instruction for convents, and the want has now been supplied, and in 
the most satisfactory manner.'* — The Month. 

The Catechism of Christian Doctrine. Approved for 
the use of the Faithful in all the Dioceses of 
England and Wales. Price id. ; cloth, 2d. 

A First Sequel to the Catechism. By the Rev. J. 
Nary. 3 2 mo. id. 

' "It will recommend itself to teachers in Catholic schools as one 
peculiarly adapted to the use of such children as have mastered the 
Catechism, and yet have nothing else to fall back upon for higher 
religious instruction. It will be found a great assistance as well to 
teachers as to pupils who belong to the higher standards in our 
Catholic poor schools." — Weekly Register. 

Catechism made Easy. A Familiar Explanation of 
* " The Catechism of Christian Doctrine." By 

Rev. H. Gibson. Vol. I., 4s. Vol. II., 4s. 
The Seven Sacraments explained and defended. 

Edited by a Catholic Clergyman, is. 6d. 
Burton*s Ecclesiastical History, is. 
Protestant Principles Examined by the Written Word. 

Originally entitied, "The Protestant's Trial by 

the Written Word." New edition, i8mo. is. 

' "An excellent book. " — Church News, ' * A good specimen of the 
concise controversial writing of English Catholics in the early part of 
the seventeenth century. ' * — Catholic Opinion, " A little book which 
might be consulted profitably by any Catholic." — Church Times, 
** A clever little manual." — Westminster Gazette. "A useful little 
volume."— The Month. ' ' An excellent little book. ' '— Weekly Re- 
gister, " A well-written and well-argued treatise." — Tablet. 
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Descriptive Guide to the Mass. By the Rev. Dr. 
lidng. IS. ; extra cloth, is. 6d. 

"An attempt to exhibit the structure of the Mass. The logical 
relation of parts is ingeniously effected by an elaborate employment 
of differences of type, so that the classification, down to the minutest 
subdivision, may at once be caught by the eye." — Tablet. 

The Necessity of Enquiry as to Religion. By Henry 
John Pye, M.A. 4d. ; for distribution, 20s. a 
hundred; cloth, 6d. 

"Mr. Pye is particularly plain and straightforward." — Tablet. 
" It is calculated to do much good. We recommend it to the 
clergy, and think it a most useful work to place in the hands of aU 
who are under instruction. " — Westminster Gazette. ' * A thoroughly 
searching little pamphlet." — Universe, " A clever little pampUet. 
Each point is treated briefly and clearly." — Catholic Opinion. 

A General Catechism of the Christian Doctrine. By 
the Right Rev. Dr. Poirier. i8mo. 9d. 

The Grounds of Catholic Doctrine. By Dr. Chal- 
loner. Large type edition. i8mo. cloth, 4d. 

Dx. Butler's First Catechism^ id. Second CatechisiUi 
id. ; Third Catechism, i^. 

Dr. Doyle's Catechism, \\d. 

Lessons on the Christian Doctrine, id. 

Fleury's Historical Catechism. Large edition, i^. 

Bible History for the use of Catholic Schools and 
Families. By the Rev. P*.. Gilmour. 2s. 

Herder's Prints — Old and New Testament. 40 large 
coloured pictures. 1 2s. 

Origin and Progress of Religious Orders, and Happi- 
ness of a Religious State. By Fr. Jerome Platus, 
S.J. ; translated by Patrick Mannock. Fcap. 8vo. 
2s. 6d. 

•' The whole work is evidently calculated to impress any reader 
with the great advantages attached to a religious \\{e"— Register, 

Children of Mary in the World. 32mo. id. 
The Christian Teacher. By Ven. de la Salle, is. 8d. 
Christian Politeness. By the Ven. de la Salle, is. 
Duties of a Christian. By the Ven. de la Salle. 2s. 
The Monks of lona and the Duke of Argyll. By the 
Rev. J. Stewart M'Corry, D.D. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 
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The Young Catholic's Guide to Confession and Holy 
Communion. By Dr. Kenny. Third edition. 
Paper, 4d. ; cloth, 6d. ; cloth, red edges, gd. 

" Admirably suited to the purpose for which it is intended."— 
Weekly Register. ' ' One of the best we have seen. The instructions 
are clear, pointed, and devout, and the prayers simple, well con- 
structed, and sufficiently brief. We recommend it." — Church News. 

Practical Counsels for Holy Communion. By Mgr. 
de Sdgur. Translated for children, pd. 

Pactical Counsels on Confession. By Mgr. de 
Sdgur. Translated for children. 6d. 

Instructions for the Sacrament of Confirmation. 6d. 

Auricular Confession. By Rev. Dr. Melia. is. 6d. 

Explanation of the Epistles and Gospels, &c. By the 
Rev. Fr. Goffine. Illustrated. 7s. 

Rules for a Christian Life. ByS. Charles Borromeo. 2d. 

Anglican Orders. By the Very Rev. Canon Williams. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

The Rainy Day, and Guild of Our Lady. By the 
Rev. Fr. Richardson. 2d. 

Little by Little ; or, the Penny Bank. By the Rev. 
Fr. Richardson, id. 

The Crusade, or Catholic Association for the Sup- 
pression of Drunkenness. By the same. id. 

Lives of Saints, &c. 
Life of the Ven. Anna Maria Taigi. Translated 
from the French of Calixte, by A. V. Smith 
Sligo. 8vo. 5s. 

"A most valuable book.'* — Dublin Review. "An edifying and 
delightful book of spiritual reading." — Church Herald. " We hope 
to see it meet with that success which works of the sort have a right 
to expect." — Westminster Gazette. "The translator's labour has 
been so ably performed that the book is wanting in few of the merits 
of an original work." — Tablet. 

Butler's Lives of the Saints. 2 vols., 8vo., cloth, 28s.; 
or in cloth gilt, 34s. j or in 4 vols., Svo., cloth, 
32s. ; or in cloth gilt,48s. ; or in leather gilt, 64s. 

Life, Passion, Death, and Resurrection of Our Blessed 
Lord. Translated from Ribadeneira. is. 
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Oratorian Lives of the Saints. Second Series. Post Zso, 
Vol. I. S. Bemardine of Siena. 5s. 
Vol. II.— S. Philip Benizi. 5s. 
Vol. III. — S. Veronica Giuliani, and Blessed 
Battista Varani. 5 s. 
Vol. IV.— S. John of God. 5s. 

'^ The works translated from will be in most cases the Lives 
drawn up for ox from the processes of canonization or beatification, 
as being more full, more authentic, and more replete with anecdote, 
thus enabling the reader to become better acquainted with the 
Saint's disposition and spirit ; while the simple matter-of-fact style 
of the narrative is, from its unobtrusive character, more adapted 
for spiritual reading than the views and generalizadons, and pro- 
logetic extenuations of more recent biographers. The work is pub- 
lished with the permission and approval of superiors. Every vomme 
containing the Life of a person not yet canonized or beatified by the 
Church will be prefaced by a protest in conformity with the decree 
of Urban VII L, and in all Lives which introduce questions of 
mystical theology great care will be taken to publish nothing whidi 
has not had adequate sanction, or without the reader being informed 
of the nature and amount of the sanction. Each volume is em- 
bellished with a Portrait of the Saint 

Life of Sister Mary Cherubina Clare of S. Francis, 
Translated from the Italian, with Preface by Lady 
Herbert. Cr. 8vo. with Photograph, 3s. 6d. 

Stories of the Saints. By M. F. S., author of " Tom's 
Crucifix, and other Tales," "Catherine Ham- 
ilton," &c. Fcap. 8vo. 2 vols., each 3s. 6d.y.gilt; 
4s. 6d. 

Life of B. Giovanni Colombini. By Feo BelcarL 
Translated from the editions of 1541 and 1832. 
with a Photograph. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

Sketch of the Life and Letters of the Countess Add 
Stan. By E. A. M., author of "Rosalie, or the 
Memoirs of a French Child," " Life of Paul 
Seigneret, &c." 2s. 6d. 

DR. NEWMAN'S LIVES OF THE ENGLISH SAINTS. 

Life of St. Augustine of Canterbury. 12 mo. 3s. 6d. 
Life of St. German. i2mo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Life of Stephen Langton. i2mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 
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Life of St. Boniface, and the Conversion of Germany. 
By Mrs. Hope. Edited, with a Preface, by the 
Rev. Father Dalgaims. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

"Every one knows the story of S. Boniface's martyrdom, but 
every one has not heard it so stirringly set forth as in her 22nd 
chapter by Mrs. Hope. " — Dublin Review. 

Louise Lateau : her Life, Stigmata, and Ecstasies. By 
Dr. Lefebvre. Translated from the French by T. S. 
Shepard. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 

Venerable Mary Christina of Savoy. 6d. 

Memoirs of a Guardian Angel. Fcap. 8vo. 4s. 

Life of St. Patrick. i2mo. is. 

Life of St. Bridget, and of other Saints of Ireland, is. 

Insula Sanctorum : the Island of Saints, is. ; cloth, 2s. 

Life of Paul Seigneret, Seminarist of Saint-Sulpice. 
. Fcap. Svo., IS. j cloth extra, is. Ou. ; gilt, 2s. 

" An affecting and well-told narrative. . . It will be a great fa- 
vourite, especially with our pure-minded, high.spirited young people." 
— Universe. * ' Paul Seigneret was remarkable for the simplicity and 
the heroism of both his natural and his religious character." — Tablet. 
"We commend it to parents with sons under their care, and espe- 
cially do we recommend it to those who are charged with the edu- 
cation and training of our Catholic youth." — Register. 

A Daughter of St. Dominic. By Grace Ramsay. 
Fcap. Svo. IS. 6d. ; cloth extra, 2s. 

"A beautiful little work. The narrative is highly interesting.'* — 
Dublin Review. "It is full of courage and faith and Catholic 
heroism." — Universe. " One who has lived and died in our own 
day, who led the common life of every one else, but yet who learned 
how to supematuralize this life in so extraordinary a way that we 
forget • the doctor's daughter in a provincial town,* while reading 
Grace Ramsay's beautiful picture of the wonders effected by her 
ubiquitous charity, and still more by her fervent prayer." — Tablet. 
• ' The spirit of thorough devotion to Rome manifest in every page 
of this charming work will render it most attractive to Leaguers of 
St. Sebastian." — The Crusader. 

The Glory of St. Vincent de Paul. By the Most Rev. 

Dr. Manning, Archbishop of Westminster, is. 
Life of S. Edmund of Canterbury. From the French 

of the Rev. Father Mass^, S. J. By George 

White. Cloth, is. ad 
Life of Dr. Grant, first Bishop of Southwark. By 

Grace Ramsay. Svo. i6s. 
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The Life of St. Francis of AssisL Translated from 
the Italian of St. Bonaventure by Miss Lockhart 
With a Preface by His Grace the Archbishop of 
Westminster. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 2S. and 3s.; gilt, 4s. 

" It is bc*auiifiilly translated." — Catholic Opinion. ** A most in- 
teresting and instructive volume.*' — Tablet. "This is a first-rate 
translation by one of the very few persons who have the art o( trans* 
latini; as if they were writing an original work." — I>ublin Review. 

Life of Fr. de Ravignan. Crown 8vo. 9s. 

The Pilgrimage to Paray le Monial, witli a brief notice 
of the Blessed Margaret Mary. 6d. 

Patron Saints. By Eliza Allen Starr. Cr. 8vo. los. 

His Eminence Cardinal Wiseman ; with full account 
of his Obsequies ; Funeral Oration by Archbishop 
Manning, &c. is. ; cloth, red edges, is. 6d. 

Count de Montalembert. By George White. 6d. 

Life of Mgr. Weedall. By Dr. Husenbeth. 3s. 6d. 

Life of Pope Pius IX. 6d. Cheap edition, id. 

Challoner's Memoirs of Missionary Priests. 8vo. ds* 

BY THE POOR CLARES OF KENMARE. 

Life of P ather Matthew. 2S. 6d. 

Life and Revelations of St. Gertrude. Cr. Svo. 7s. 64 

Spirit of St. Gertrude. iSmo. 2S. 6d. 

Life of St. Aloysius. 6d. ; St. Joseph, 6d., cloth, pd. ; 

St. Patrick, 6d., cloth, 9d. 
Life of St. Patrick. Illustrated by Doyle. 4to. 20s. 

Our Lady. 

Readings for the Feasts of Our Lady, and especially 
for the Month of May. By the Rev. A. P. Bethell. 
i8rao. IS. 6d. ; cheap edition, is. 

The History of the Blessed Virgin. By the Abb^ 
Orsini. Translated from the French by the Very 
Rev. F. C. Husenbeth, D.D. With eight Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo. 3s. 6d. 

Manual of Devotions in Honour of Our Lady of Sor- 
rows. Compiled by the Clergy at St. Patrick's 
Soho. i8mo. IS.; cloth, red edges, is. 6d. 

Life of Our Lady in Verse. 2s. 
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Devotion to Our Lady in North America. By the 
Rev. Xavier Donald Macleod. 8vo. 5s. cash, 

' ' The work of an author than whom few more gifted writers have 
ever appeared among us. It is not merely a rehgious work, but it has 
all the charms of an entertaining book of travels. We can hardly 
find words to express our high admiration of it." — Weekly Register, 

Life of the Ever-Blessed Virgin. Proposed as a Model 
to Christian Women, ts. 

Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes : a Faithful Narrative of 
the Apparitions of the Blessed Virgin Mary at the 
Rocks of Massabielle, near Lourdes, in Ihe year 
1858. By F. C. Husenbeth, D.D., V.G., and Pro^ 
vost of Northampton. i8mo. 6d. ; cloth, is. ; 
with Novena, is. j cloth, is. 6d. Novena, 
separately, 4d. ; Litany, id., or 6s. per 100. 

The Blessed Virgin's Root traced in the Tribe of 
Ephraim. By the Rev. Dr. Laing. 8vo. los. 6d. 

Month of Mary for Interior Souls. By M. A. Mac- 
daniel. i8mo. 2s. 

Month of Mary, principally for the use of jreligious 
communities. i8mo. is. 6d. 

A Devout Exercise in Honour of the Blessed Virgin 
Mary. From the Psalter and Prayers of S. 
Bonaventure. In Latin and English, with Indul- 
gences applicable to the Holy Souls. 32mo. is. 

The Definition of the Immaculate Conception. 6d. 

The Little Office of the Immaculate Conception. In 
Latin and English. By the Very Rev. Dr. Hu- 
senbeth. 3 2 mo. 4d, ; cloth, 6d. j roan, is.; calf or 
morocco, 2s. 6d. 

Our Lady's Lament, and the Lamentation of St. 
Mary Magdalene. 2s. 

The Vu-gin Mary. By Dr. M^lia. 8vo. lis. 3d. cash. 

Archconfraternity of Our Lady of Angels, is. per 100. 

Litany of Our Lady of Angels, is. per 100. 

Concise Portrait of the Blessed Virgin, is. per 100. 

Origin of the Blue Scapular, id. 

Miraculous Prayer — August Queen of Angels, is. 100. 
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Prayer- Books. 

Washboume's Edition of the " Garden of the Soul," in 
medium-sized type (small type as a rule being 
avoided). For prices see page 4. 

The Little Garden. 6d., and upwards. Seepage 5. 

The Lily of St Joseph ; a little Manual of Prayers . 
and H}'mns for Mass. Price ad. ; cloth, 3d. ; or 
\i\\h gilt lettering, 4d.; more strongly bound, 6d. ; 
or with gilt edges, 8d.; roan, is.; French morocco, 
IS. 6d. ; calf, or morocco, 2s. ; gilt, 2s. 6d. 

"It supplies a want which has long been felt ; a prajrer-book for 
children, which is not a childish book, a handy boolt for hcjs and 
girls, and for men and women too, if they wish for a short, easy-to- 
rcad, and devotional prayer-book." — Catholic Ofinicn, '*A very 
complete prayer-book. It \^ill be found very useful for children and 
for travellers, ' ' — I Veckly Re^^istcr. * ' A neat little compilation, which 
will be specially useful to our Catholic School-children. The hjrmns 
it contains are some of Fr. Faber's best." — (/niveru. 

Life of Our Lord Commemorated in the Mass; a 

Method of Assisting at the Holy Sacrifice. By 

the Rev. E. G. Bagshawe, of the Oratory. 32mo. 

3d. ; cloth, 4d. ; roan, is. ; French morocco, 

IS. 6d. ; calf or morocco, 2s. 6d. 
Path to Paradise. 36 full page Illustrations. Cloth, 

3d. With 50 Illustrations, cloth, 4d. 
Manual of Catholic Devotion. 6d.; roan, is. 6d.; calf 

or morocco, 2s 6d. 
Ursuline Manual. Persian calf, 7s. 6d.; morocco, los. 
Crown of Jesus. Persian calf, 6s. ; morocco, 7s. 6d. 

and 8s. 6d., with rims, los. 6d. ; morocco, extra 

gilt, los. 6d., with rims, 12s. 6d. ; ivory, with 

rims, 2 IS., 25s., 27s. 6d. and 30s. 
Burial of the Dead (Adults and Infants) in Latin and 

English. Royal 3 2 mo. cloth, 6d. ; roan, is. 6d. 

" Being in a portable form, will be found useful by those who axe 
called upon to assist at that solemn rite." — TabUt. 

In Suffiagiis Sanctorum. Conimem S. Josephi. Com- 
mem S. Georgii. Set of five for 4d. 

iP. Washbourm^ i& Paternoster Roto > London, 



J^. WasKboumis Catalogue, 23 

Paradise of God; or Virtues of the Sacred Heart. 4s. 
Devotions to the Sacred Heart. By the Rev. S. 

Franco. 4s., paper covers, 2 s. 
Devotions to the Sacred Heart. By the Rev. J. Joy 

Dean. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 
Devotions to Sacred Heart of Jesus. By the Rt. Rev. 

Dr. Milner. New Edition, To which is added 

Devotions to the Immaculate Heart of Mary. 

3d. ; cloth, 6d. ; gilt, is. 
Pleadings of the Sacred Heart. i8mo. is. 
Sacred Heart of Jesus offered to the Piety of the Young 

engaged in Study. By Rev. A. Deham, S.J. 6d. 

" Complete little Manual of Devotion to the Sacred Heart, and as 
such will be valued by Catholics of every age and station." — Tablet. 

Treasury of the Sacred Heart. With Epistles and 
Gospels. i8mo. cloth, 3s. 6d. ; roan, 4s. 6d. 

Little Treasury of Sacred Heart. 32mo. 2s., roan 2s. 6d. 

Manual of Devotion to the Sacred Heart, from the 
Writings of Bl. Margaret Mary Alacoque. By 
Denys Casassayas. Translated. 3d. 

Act of Consecration to the Sacred Heart, id. 

Act of Reparation to the Sacred Heart, is. per 100. 

The Little Prayer-Book for Ordinary Catholic Devo- 
tions. Cloth, 3d. 

Garden of the Soid, in large type. Roan, gilt edges, 
2s. ; French morocco, 3s., clasp and rims, 4s. 6d. ; 
French morocco, antique, 3s. 6d. ; calf, 5s. ; mo- 
rocco, 6s. 6d. j roan, sprinkled edges, with Epis- 
tles and Gospels, 2s. All the other styles with 
Epistles and Gospels, 6d. extra. 

Missal (complete). Persian calf, 8s. 6d. ; morocco, 
los. 6d., with rims, 13s. 6d. ; morocco, extra gilt, 
i2S. 6d., with rims, 15s. 6d. ; morocco, with turn- 
over edges, 13s. 6d.; morocco antique, 15s. ; mssia 
antique, 20s. ; ivory, with rims, 31s. 6d. 

Catjiolic Hours : a Manual of Prayer, including Mass 
and Vespers. By J. R. Digby Beste, Esq. 32mo. 
cloth, 2S j red edges, 2s. 6d. ; roan, 3s. \ motocc^^^^^ 
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A Prayer to be said for three days before Holy Com- 
munion, and another for three days after, id 
each, or 6s. loo. 

S. Patrick's Manual. By the Poor Clares. 4s. .6d 

Manual of Catholic Piety. Edition with green border. 
French mor., 2s. 6d. ; mor., 4s* 

Occasional Prayers for Festivals. By Rev. T. Barge. 
32mo. 4d. and 6d. ; gilt, is. 

Illustrated Manual of Prayers. 32010. 3d. ; cloth, 4d.' 

Key of Heaven. Verylargetype, is. Leather 2s. 6d.gilt,3s. 

Catholic Piety. 32mo. 6d. ; roan, is. ; with Epistles 
and Gospels, roan, is. ; French morocco, is. d^^ 
with rims and clasp, 2S.j imitation ivory, rims and 
clasp, 2S. 6d. ; velvet rims and clasps, 3s. 6d. 

Key of Heaven. Same size and prices. 

Catholic Piety, or Key of Heaven, with Epistles and 
Gospels. Large 32mo. roan 2s. ; French morroco, 
with rims, 3s. \ extra gilt, 3s. ; with rims, 3s. d^ 

Novena of Meditations in Honour of S. Joseph, 
according to the method of S. Ignatius; pre- 
ceded by a new exercise for hearing Mass ac- 
cording to the intentions of the souls in Pur- 
gatory. i8mo. IS. 6d. 
Novena to St. Joseph. Translated by M. A. Mac- 
daniel. To which is added a Pastoral of the late 
Right Rev. Dr. Grant. 32mo. 4d ; cloth, 6d. 

** "All seasons arc fitting in which to make Novenas to St Joseph, 
for which reason this little work will be found very serviceable at 
any time." — Weekly Register. 

A New Year's Gift to our Heavenly Father. 4d. 
Devotions for Mass. Very large type, 2d. 
Memorare Mass. By the Poor Clares of Kenmare, 2d. 
Fourteen Stations of the Holy Way of the Cross. By 

St. Liguori. Large type edition, id. 
A Union of our life with the Passion of our Lord by 

a daily offering, is. per 100. 
Flayer for one's Confessor, is. per 100. 
Xitany of Resignation, i s. per 100. 
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Intentions for Indulgences. 6d. per loo. 

Devotions to St. Joseph, is. per loo. 

Litany of S. Joseph, &c. is. per loo. 

Devotion to St. Joseph as Patron of the Church, id* 

CathoHc Psalmist : or, Manual of Sacred Music, 
with the Gregorian Chants for High Mass, Holy 
Week, &c. Compiled by C. B. Lyons, 4s. 

The Complete Hymn Book, 136 Hymns. Price id. 

Douai Bible. 2 s. 6d. ; calf or morocco, 6s. ; gilt, 7s. 

Church Hymns. By J. R. Digby Beste, Esq. 6d. 

Catholic Choir Manual : containing Vespers for all 
the Sundays and Festivals of the year, Hymns and 
Litanies, &c. Compiled by C. B. Lyons, is. 

Prayers for the Dying, is. per 100. 

Indulgenced Prayers for Souls in Purgatory, i s. per 1 00, 

Indulgenced Prayers for the Rosary of the Holy 
Souls, id. each, 6d. a dozen, 3s. per 100. 

The Rosary for the Souls in Purgatory, ivith Indul- 
genced Prayer, 6d.,8d.and9d. each. Medals sepa- 
rately, id. each, 9s. gross. 

Rome, &c. 
Two Years in the Pontifical Zouaves. By Joseph 
Powell, Z.P. With 4 Engravings by Sergeant 
Collingridge, Z.P. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

"It affords us much pleasure, and deserves the notice of the Catho- 
lic public." — Tablet. " Familiar names meet the eye on every page, 
and as few Catholic circles in either countiy have not had a friend or 
relative at one time or another serving in the Pontifical Zouaves, the 
history of the formation of the corps, of the gallant youths, their 
sufferings, and their troubles, will be valued as something more than 
a contribution to modem Roman history." — Freeman's Journal. 

The Victories of Rome. By the Rev. Fr. Kenelm 

Digby Beste. Second edition, is. 
Civilization and the See of Rome. By Lord Robert 

Montague. 6d. 
Defence of the Roman Church against Fr. Gratry. 

By Dom Gueranger. 6d. 
Personal Recollections of Rome. By W. J. Jacob, 

Esq., late of the Pontifical Zouaves. 8vo. is. 6d. 

JR, Washbourne^ 18 Pai(rwi%Xvr R<m)^ London, 
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The Roman Question. By F. C. Husenbeth, D.D. is. 
Henri V. (Comte de Chambord), September 29, 1873. 
By W. H. Walsh. With a Portrait. 8vo. is. 6d. 
The Rule of the Pope-King. By Rev. Fr. Martin. 6d. 
The Years of Peter. By an Ex-Papal Zouave, id. 
The Catechism of the Council. By a D.C.L* 2d. 

Tales, or Books for the Library. 

Tom's Crucifix, and other Tales. By M. F. S. 3s. 

"Eight simple stories for the use of teachers of Christian doc- 
trine." — Universe. •' 'ITiis is a volume of short, plain, and simple 
stories, written with the view of illustrating the Catholic religion 

Cractically by putting Catholic practices in an interesting light 
efore the mental eyes of children.... The whole of the tales in the 
volume before us are exceedingly well written." — R«jgisier, 

Simple Tales. Square i6mo. cloth antique, 2S. 6d. 

"Contains five pretty stories of a true Catholic tone, intcrspened 
with some short pieces of poetry. . . Are very affecting, and told 
in such a way as to engage the attention of any child." — Register, 
•' This is a little book which we can recommend with great confi- 
dence as a present for young readers. The tales are simple, beau- 
tiful, and pathetic." — CaiJiolic Opinion. " It belongs to a class of 
books of which the want is generally much felt by Catholic parents." 
— Dublin A'evicw. ' ' HeautifuUy written. ' Little Terence ' is a 
gem of a Talc."— ra^/^r/. 

Terry O'Flinn's Examination of Conscience. By the 
Very Rev. Dr. Tandy. Fcap. 8vo. is. 6d. ; 
extra gilt, 2s. ; cheap edition, is. 

"The writer possesses considerable literary power."— iP/^V/^*. 
" The idea is well sustained throughout, and when the reader comes 
to the end of the book he finds the mystery solved, and that it was 
all nothing but a 'dhrame.' " — Church Times. 

The Adventures of a Protestant in Search of a Reli- 
gion : being the Story of a late Student of 
Divinity at Bunyan Baptist College ; a Noncon- 
formist Minister, who seceded to the Catholic 
Church. By Iota. 5s. ; cheap edition, 3s. 

"Will well repay its perusal." — Universe. "This precious vol- 
ume." — Baptist. "No one will denv * Iota' the merit of entire origi- 
nality." — Civilian. " A valuable addition to every Catholic library." 
Tablet, ' ' There is much cleverness i n it. "— Nonconformist, ' • Ma- 
licious and wicked." — English Independent. 

A Wasted Life. By Rosa Baughan. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 
a. WashboumCy iS FoX^nQiXw Row, Lonaon« 
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The Village Lily. Fcap. 8vo. is. ; gilt, is. 6d. 
Fairy Tales for Little Children. By Madeleine Howley 
Meehan. Fcap. is. ; cloth extra, is. 6d.; gilt, 2s. 

" Full of imagination and dreams, and at the same time with ex- 
cellent point and practical aim, within the reach of the intelligence 
of infants." — Universe. "Pleasing, simple stories, combining in- 
struction with amusement." — Register. 

Rosalie; or, the Memoirs of a French Child. Written by 
herself. Fcap. 8vo., is. and is. 6d. ; extra gilt, 2s. 

"It is prettily told, and in a natural manner. The account of 
Rosalie's illness and First Communion is very well related. We 
can recommend the book for the reading of children." — Tablet. 
"The tenth chapter is beautiful." — Universe. 

I'he Story of Marie and other Tales. Fcap. 8vo., 2s.j 
cloth extra, 2s. 6d.; gilt, 3s.; or separately: — The 
Story of Marie, 2d. ; Nelly Blane, and A Contrast, 
2d.; A Conversion and a Death-Bed, 2d.; Herbert 
Montagu, 2d. ; Jane Murphy, The Dying Gipsy, 
and The Nameless Grave, 2d. ; The Beggars, and 
True and False Riches, 2d.; Pat and his Friend, 2d. 

F "A very nice little collection of stories, thoroughly Catholic in their 
teaching." — Tablet. "A series of short pretty stories, told with much 
simplicity." — Universe. "A number of short pretty stories, replete 
with religious teaching, told in simple language." — Weekly Register, 

The Last of the Catholic O'Malleys. A Tale. By 
M. Taunton. iSmo. cloth, is. 6d. ; extra, 2s. 

"A sad and stirring tale, simply written, and sure to secure for 
itself readers." — Tablet. " Deeply interesting. It is well adapted 
for parochial and school libraries." — Weekly Register. "A very 
pleasing tale." — The Month. 

Eagle and Dove. From the French of Mademoiselle 
Z^naide Fleuriot. By Emily Bowles. Cr. Svo., 5s. 

*• We recommend our readers to peruse this well-written story." — 
Register. *' One of the very best stories we have ever dipped into." 
— Church Times. "Admirable in tone and purpose. — Church 
Herald. "A real gain. It possesses merits far above the pretty 
fictions got up by English writers." — Dublin Review. "There is 
an air of truth and sobriety about this little volume, nor is there any 
attempt at sensation." — Tablet. 

Cistercian Legends of the 13th Century. Translated 
from the Latin by the Rev. Henry Collins. 3s. 

Cloister Legends : or. Convents and Monasteries in 
the Olden Time. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 4s. 

The People's Martyr, a Legend o f CanterbuiY- \^- 
-/?. Was/ibourne^ 18 Faternoster RoWy London* 
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Rupert Aubray. By the Rev. T. J. Potter. 3s. 
Farleyes of Farleye. By the same author. 2s. 6d 
Sir Humphrey's Trial. By the same author. 2s. 6d. 
Chats about the Rosary ; or, Aunt Margaret's Little 
Neighbours. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 

" There is scarcely any devotion so calqilated as the Rosary to 
keep up a taste for piety in little children, and we must be gratefDl 
for any help in appl>ing its lessons to the daily life of those who 
already love it in their unconscious tribute to its value and beanty." 
— Month. " We do not know of a better book for reading alood \a 
children, it will teach them to understand and to love the Rosary/'^ 
Tahiti. " A graceful little book, in fifteen chapters, on the Rosanr, 
illustrative of each of the mysteries, and connectinp^ each with toe 
practice of some particular virtue." — Catholic Opinion. 

Margarethe Verflassen. Translated from the German 
by Mrs. Smith Sligo. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. ; gilt, 3s. (A> 

" A portrait of a very holy and noble soul, whose life was passed 
in consunt practical acts of the love of God." — Weekly Hepster. 
"It is the picture of a true woman's life, well fitted up with the 
practice of ascetic de^'ocion and loving unwearied activity about aU 
the works of mercy." — Tablet. 

Keighley Hall and other Tales. By Elizabeth King. 

i8mo. 6d.; cloth, is. ; gilt, is. 6d. ; or, separately, 

Keighley Hall, Clouds and Sunshine, The Maltese 

Cross, 3d. each. 
Sir iElfric and other Tales. By the Rev. G. Bamp- 

field. i8mo. 6d. ; cloth, is. ; gilt, is. 6d- 
Ned Rusheen. By the Poor Clares. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
The Prussian Spy. A XoveL By V. Valmont 4s. 
Adolphus ; or, the Good Son. i8mo. gilt, M. 
Nicholas ; or, the Reward of a Good Action. 6d. 
The Lost Children of Mount St Bernard. i8mo.gilt,6d. 
The.Baker's Boy ; or, the Results of Industry. 6d- 

" All prettily got up. artistically illustrated, and pleasantly-written. 
Better books for gifts and rev^ards we do not know." — Weekly Re- 
gister. *' We can thoroughly recommend them." — Tablet. 

The Truce of God : a Tale of the Eleventh Century. 

By G H. Miles. 4s. 
Tales and Sketches. By Charles Fleet 8vo. cloth, 

2S. and 2s. 6d. ; cloth, gilt, 3s. 6d. 

" Pleasingly-written, and containing some valuable hints. There 
is a good deal of nice feeling in these short stories."— 7<i^iW. 

jR. Washbourne^ \% PaternoiUr R<ny, London. 
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A Broken Chain. i8mo. gilt, 6d. 

The Convent Pri^e Book. By the author of " Geral- 

dine." Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. ; gilt, 3s. 6d. 
The Journey of Sophia and Eulalie to the Palace of 

True Happiness. Translated by the Rev. Father 

Ambrose, Mount St. Bernard's. Fcap. 8vo. 

3 s. 6d. ; cheap edition, 2s. 6d. 
The Fisherman's Daughter. By Conscience. 4s. 
The Amulet. By Hendrick Conscience. 4s. 
Count Hugo of Graenhove. By Conscience. 4s. 
The Village Innkeeper. By Conscience. 4s. 
Happiness of being Rich. By Conscience. 4s. 
Florence O'Neill. By A. M. Stewart. 4s. 6d. and 6s. 
Limerick Veteran. By the same. 4s. 6d. and 6s. 
The Three Elizabeths. By the same. 3s. 6d. and 4s. 6d. 
Alone in the World. By the same. 3 s. 6d. and 4s. 6d. 
Festival Tales. By J. F. Waller. 5s. 
Shakespeare's Plays and Tragedies. Abridged and 

Revised for the use of Schools. By Rosa 

Baughan. Bvo. 7 s. 6d. 
Poems. By H. N. Oxenham. Third Edition. 3s. 6d. 

Miscellaneous and Educational. 
History of Modern Europe. With a Preface by the 
Right Rev. Dr. Weathers. 12 mo. cloth, 5 s.; 
gilt, 6s.; roan, 5s. 6d. 

"A work of special importance for the way in which it deals with 
the early part of the present Pontificate." — Weekly Register. 

The Continental Fish Cook; or, a Few Hints on Maigre 
Dinners. By M. J. N. de Frederic. i8mo. is. 

"This is an admirable collection of recipes, which many house- 
keepers will welcome for use. We strongly recommend our lady 
readers at once to procure it." — Church Herald. " It will give to 
all mistresses of households very valuable hints on maigre dinners, 
and we feel sure they will be glad to know of the existence of such a 
manual." — Register. "There are 103 recipes, all of which have 
been practicafiy tested ; they combine variety, wholesomeness, and 
economy." —Universe. "It is an unpretending little work, but 
nevertheless containing many recipes, enabling housekeepers to pro- 
vide an excellent variety of dishes, such as may lawfully be eaten 
in times of fasting and abstinence."— CA«r^A Times. 

R, Washbourne^ 18 FcUernoster Room, London, 
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Culpepper. An entirely New Edition of Brook's Family 
Hcrl)al. 150 engravings, drawn and coloured 
from living specimens. Crown 8vo., 5s. 6d. 

University Education, under the Guidance of the 
Church ; or, Monastic Studies. By a Monk of St 
Augustine's, Ramsgate. 8vo. 2S. 6d. 

"An admirable pdinphlct. Its contents are above praise. We 
trust that it will be widely circulated." — Weekly Kegister. "The 
author is evidently a scholar, a well-read man, and a person of ex« 
perience and wide reading. His essay, consequently, is worth both 
studying and preserving." — Church Herald. 

Elements of Philosophy, comprising Logic, and 
General Principles of Metaphysics. By Rev. W. 
H. Hill, S.J. Second edition, 8vo. 6s. 

"This work is from the pen of one who has devoted many years to 
the study and teaching of phi loso|)hy. It is elementary, and must 
be concise; yet it treats the ini])ortant points of philosophy so 
clearly, and contains so many principles of wide application, that it 
cannot fail to be especially useful in a country where sound philo- 
sophical doctrine is perhaps more needed than in any other." 

History of England. By W. Mylius. i2mo. 3s. 6d. 
Catechism of the History of England. Cloth, is. 
History of Ireland. By 'P. Young. i8mo. cloth, 2S. 6d. 
The Illustrated History of Ireland. By the Nun 01 

Kenmare. Illustrated by Doyle. 8vo. iis. 
The Patriots' History of Ireland. By the Poor Clares 

of Kenmare. iSmo. cloth, 2s, j cloth gilt, 2s. 6d. 
A Chronological Sketch of the Kings of England and 

France. With Anecdotes for the use of Children. 

By H. Murray Lane. 2s. 6d. ; or separately, 

England, is. 6(1, France, is. 6d. 

" Admirably adapted for teaching young children the elements of 
English and French history." — Tabltt. "A very useful little pub- 
lication." — Weekly Ke^fister. "An admirably arranged little work 
for the use of children."— Universe, 

The Catholic Alphabet of Scripture Subjects. Price, 
on a sheet, plain, is. ; coloured, 2s. ; mounted 
on linen, to fold in a case, 3s. 6d. ; varnished, on 
linen, on rollers, 4s. 

" This will be hailed with joy by all young children in Catholic 
schools, and we sliould gladly see it placed conspicuously before the 
eyes of our little ones."— Catholic Opinion, * * Will be very welcome 
i n the i nfant schoo l." — Weekly Kc^httr. 

,R7~tVas/ibour7te^ iS Palcrnoitcr Rou>^ London. 
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Beirs Modern Reader and Speaker. Cloth, 3s. 6d. 

General Questions in History, Chronology, Geogra- 
phy, the Arts, &c. By A. M. Stewart. 4s. 6d, 

Extracts from the Fathers and other Writers of the 
Church. i2mo. cloth, 4s. 6d. 

Brickley's Standard Table Book, Jd. 

Washbourne's Multiplication Table on a sheet, 3s. 
per 100. Specimen sent for id. stamp. 

Music {Net). 

BY HERR WILHELM SCHULTHES. 

Veni Domine. Motett for Four Voices. 2s. ; vocal 

arrangement, 6d. 
Cor Jesu, Salus in Te Sperantium. 2s.; with harp 

accompaniment, 2s. 6d. ; abridged edition, 3d. 
Mass of the Holy Child Jesus, and Ave Maria for 

unison and congregational singing, with organ 

accompaniment. 3s. 
The Vocal Part. 4d. ; or in cloth, 6d. 
The Ave Maria of this Mass can be had for Four 

Voices, with the Ingressus Angelus. is. 3d. 
Recordare. Oratio Jeremiae Prophetae. is. 
Ne projicias me a facie Tua. Motett for Four Voices. 

(T.B.) IS. 3d. 
Benediction Service, with 36 Litanies. 6s. 
Oratory Hymns. 2 vols., 8s. 
Regina Coeli. Motett for Four Voices. 3s. ; vocal 

arrangement, is. 
Twelve Latin Hymns, for Vespers, &c. 2s. 

Litanies. By Rev. J. McCarthy, is. 3d. 
Six Litany Chants. By F. Leslie. 6d. 
Ave Maria. By T. Haydn Waud. is. 6d. 
Fr. Faber's Hymns. Various, pd. each. 
Portfolio. With a patent metallic back. 3s. 

A separate Catalogue of FOREIGN Books, Educa-* 
tional Books, Books for the Library or for 
Prizes, supplied ; also a Catalogue of School 
and General Stationery, a Catalogue ol Sk^^<cycv!^~ 
hand Books, and a Catalogue ol CccaxcNSSsj^^ ^\n.^ 
other Heliglous Anicles. i 
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